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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Mamt of the pieces in this collection were writ- 
ten a considerable time ago, and some are the pro- 
ductions of a later period. The author has nothing 
to say for them, except what they may be able to 
say for themselves. 
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PHANTOM BARGE. 



SAaEaESH had Spread her sable nlnf , 
Whose thousand plumes to rest allure. 

And not a beam vas wandering. 
Except the meteor of the moor. 

And that displayed m faint a light. 
It KBTce could pierce the blackening aii 

But only serv'd to show that Night 
In curtained glory slumbered there. 

At length the clouda dispersed — and high 
The mountain mists began to curl; 

Enchased with countless stars, the sky 
Shone like an jGthiop decked in pearl. 

They blazed like beacons on the deep. 
Which seaman's eye delights to scan; 

Till from her oriental sleep. 

The queenof Night her chase began. 



Along the heaven of Softened blue^ 
She sweetly tra'c'd her midnight way ; 

The little sylphs of darkness flew 
In terror from her silver ray. 

But all the gayer elves of Night 
The fairies and their frolic train. 

Came floating on the air, to light 
Their silver torches at her fane. 

And all the hosts that lack of blood. 
From royal elf to humbler fay. 

Were bathing in her' brighter flood. 
Or sleeping in her milder ray. 

But soon the vapours of the night 
Spread a dim twilight thro' the sur. 

Dismissing every little sprite. 
Whose charge it was a ray to bear. 

And the fair huntress of the sky. 

Still sweetly rov^d — tho* faint and pale ; 

Like the bright flash of Beauty's eye. 
Most lovely 'neath its softening veil. 

But hark ! sweet sounds of music spread 

Along the Alleghany's wave ; 
And now they burst in dirges dread — 

And now they chaunt in shrill octave. 



.• * 



Whence flow those strains, to rapture dear I 
What wandering planet owns their birth? 

They sound too dread for heavenly sphere. 
They breathe too wild for lower earth. 

Nearer they come — and now a sail 
Wafts a light boat along the strand^ 

Distinguished by her pennon pale. 
The Phaktou BAses of fairy land. 

The wave is rough — she glides serene. 
Like swan upon the slumbering lake $ 

And swelling high her sail is seen, 
Tho' scarce a breeze is felt to wake. 

The tide is adverse — ^yet she rides 
Against the current unopposed, 

At her approach the Surge divides, 
And leaves her foamless path unclosed. 

And now a light gleams forth afar. 
And shines beneath her silent sail. 

Like the wild ignis-fatuus star. 
Of brighter glow, yet doubly pale. 

Another—and another now— 
And now another bursts from gloom. 

And now they gleam in lengthened row, 
Jike tapers ia a vaulted tomb« 
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And hj tfieir liglit, b lovely aigltt 
Of in>gicape11isbrightl\ seen; 

A gorgeous bed of crimson red, 
Encurtuned round w itli silver'd green. 

Upon ita breast, in soflpst rest. 

An tity form was lightlj laid. 
Whose bosom &ir, her auburn hair 

Seem'd formed alone to bless vith shade. 

An snge) rose had Bought repose 
UpuQ her cheek, its sweets to ^p. 

Whose heavenly dye but seem'd to vie 
In bluslies, with her fragrant lip. 

'Twere sweet to mark tiie lashes dark, 
Thut fringed those eye-lids, fight and thin. 

But oh '. it were a sight loo rare. 
To view the orbs that bum'd within. 

In frolic group, the Zepbyra stoop 
To kiss the cheek nbere breath may be i 

While things of air, that wander there. 
Flutter their wings in melody. 

With silent tread, around her head 
The &ities dance in guar^an ring. 

And at her feet, in rcTerence meet, 
A thoustnd ftjrs arc worsbipping. 



His torch's liglit, each little sprite 

Flings in the face of midnight glooms ; 

While elves of sleep her pillow keep. 
And fan her with their golden plumes. 

And rose-born thiii^s, on glittering wings, 
In silver urns their sweets prepare ; 

While filch'd from bowers of purple flowers, 
Ambrosial odours fill the air. 

Nor are these all that votive fall. 

But thousands bend the knee unseen. 

Whose murmuring^ soft, are borne aloft, 
In honour of their eliin Queen. 

But hush ! she wakes — ^the' enchantment breaks. 

The sounds of music sink away. 
With airy hand she waves her wand, 

A mute command to every fey. 

In hurried fear they disappear^ 
The meteor lights no longer glare ; 

With one faint gleam, the splendid dream 
And all its glories melt in air. 
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COLUMBIA'S TEAR. 



70 THl MBMOBT OF THE PBINCE8S CHABLOTTB AUfilTSTA 

OF WALES. 

Faib flower of promise, has thy beauty fled ? 
Mild star of Albion, has thy radiance flown ? 
Ah ! in that solemn hour that told thee dead. 
How many a hope was blighted like thine own ! 
How many a dream was broken, tliat had shown 
Sweet visions of futurity— when thou 
Should'st wield the sceptre on thy father's throne. 
And wear the diadem upon thy brow. 
The idol of thy land — alas ! what art thou now ? 

Yes! darling hopes were nurtured — such as those 
Which haunt us, when the sylphs of slumber 

bring 
Their twilight wreaths, and twine such sweet 

repose. 
That we could wish for longer slumbering ; 
So slept thy Country, when her anxious wing, 
Shadow'd thy bridal couch— and she did seem 
To hear the voice of joyful carolting. 
Where hope and happiness were all the theme,— 
Thy death-bell broke her sleep— and told her 

Hwas a dream ! 



The islca have wept for thee — above thy bier 
They have pour'd forth their frequent wail» and 

we 
Would mingfle too our tributary tear. 
Among the thousands that are shed for thee ; 
Nation should mourn for nation's misery, 
And weep for others* woes — so would we shed, 
liVith kindred lands, the dews of sympathy. 
O'er hopes destroyed — anticipations fled — 
O'er beauty in the dust and royal virtue dead. 

Far o'er the wild Atlantic's stormy wave. 
We send our harp of Sorrow ; — let it sleep 
Among those laurell'd lyres that deck the grave 
Of her, whom millions have combined to weep. 
Fair daughter of old Albion — O ! how deep 
The slumber which thou sleepest — and how sore 
Those pangs of disappointment that must creep 
Upon thy country's mind, that thou, before 
Her darling, ker delight, her hope, art now no 
more ! 

And hast thou then so early met thy doom, 
' So lov'd, so young, so fair, so beautiful ? 
Yes I thou wert one of those sweet flowers of 

bloom, 
Those lovely buds which death delights to pull. 
When thro' the world's gay garden, with mad 

rule. 
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And unrelenting hand, he speeds his way, . 
Plucking the blossoms off, as stern and cruel. 
As when he tears the rugged oak away. 
Beneath whose trunk the roots of fourscore sum- 
mers lay. 

Alas ! that forms so beautiful and fair. 
Should be so perishable and so frail. 
That cheeks, which used sweet beauty's blush 

to wear. 
Should be by death so colourless and pale. 
That limbs of grace and elegance should fail. 
That eyes of brilliancy should lose their glow. 
That lips should cease their music to exhale. 
The heart no more with fond affections flow, 
And loveliness so lov'd should thus be laid so low. 

And thou for whom the mantle and the plume 

Have still a kind of solace, that can bear 

Thy anguish'd thoughts to dwell with her, for 

whom 
Thou knew'st the depth of love, and now de- 
spair. 
Say, what shall be thy comfort, what shall tear 
The image of that lov'd one from thy heart ? 
Ah ! what shall be the antidote of care. 
Of thoughts, that ever in their birth, impart 
A wound afresh, and ope again each former smart ? 



I . :..jK9^ - ." .. .' » 



lliou ut'st in CUremont's halls in sotrowiiig 

Viewing those relics of tbat lovely one, 
With whom thou could'st have welcom'd soli- 
tude. 
Without whom, thou art lonely and undone ! 
Vfbj are these relics here, now she ia gone P 
These simple relics which she lately wore, 
Form'd but to shsdelier from the summer sun, — 
Ah ! ne'er again on ber that sun shall pour, 
That mantle and that plume shall never grace her 



Departed spirit ! from thy height of bliw. 
Look dovn upon the sorrows of this scene. 
And comfort those, who, in a world )ilce this. 
Could well ])ave wish'd that thou had'st longer 

To bless the land which thou wast nurtur'd in, 
And for thy people be all thou wast not, — 
Theruler of their destinies, their Queen — 
The mother of their kings i 'twas not thjlot. 
And Iby pure spirit sought a more congenial spot. 

Sweet be the sleep thou sleepest ; may thy lot 
Seek consolation from thy heavenly dwelling. 
Nations have mourned the loss, and now recoi 
Those Tiptues with which Albion's lyres u 

O ! sweet the Bong which her vbite cliSk pn 
pcUing, 
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Echo along the shore, an ardent strain 
Of gratitude, to one in love excelling. 
And truth and innocence devoid of stain.— 
Sleep, sweetly sleep ! thy rest shall ne'er be roused 
again ! 
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THE PROPHET'S DAUGHTER. 



Duncan Macrimmon, a soldier in the service of the 
United States, was taken during the late Semi- 
nole war, by a party of Indians, headed by the 
prophet Francis, who immediately prepared to 
sacrifice him to their insatiable vengeance. His 
life was preserved by the interposition of the 
prophet's daughter,Milly Francis, who resolutely 
declared her determination either to *die with 
liim, or save him. He however remained a 
prisoner for some time, during which the kind- 
ness of his benefactress was continued, until 
he was finally sold to the Spaniards. Milly being 
afterwards captured by the Americans, Macrim- 
roon hastened to alleviate her misfortunes, and 
with the intention, as it was said, to make her 
his wife, — an offer, whicli, it since appears, she 
has refused. 



Thst had begun the dance of death. 
And shouts of vengeance filled the air. 

And fury loaded every breathy 
That yelled around the Prophet there j 
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With frantic laugh, and horrid glee. 
Exulting round the stake they stood. 

Thirsting to drink, in revelry. 
The nectar of tlie white man's blood ; 

• 

For not so sweet to slave, set free 
From despotism's dark control, 

Is the first draught of Liberty, 
As vengeance to the injur'd soul { 

Poor Soldier Boy ! well may despair 

Sit on that pallid face of thine, 
For thou art placed in danger, where 

• 

Sweet mercy is not wont to shine ; 

Well may thy beating heart begin 
To fancy death has twined thy hrow. 

For thou too sure art treading in 
The valley of its shadow now ! — 

Harki they have raised the shout again 
See ! the steel glitters in the sun. 

One moment more will end his pain. 
One moment more — and all is done ! 

• • • 

Is it an angel sent from heaven. 
Upon the wings of mercy borne. 

Or some bright sylph, to whom is given 
To shield the helpless and forlorn. 
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Or is it some unreal charm. 

Come to preserve the brave from harm f 

But see, the plume of scarlet red. 

Bespeaks her of the forest wild ! 
Yes ! it is she ! that warrior dread. 

That savage Prophet knows his child. 

She throws abroad her sable hair 
Upon her breast— ^nd from her eye 

She darts a wild determined glare. 
That awes that savage company ; 

As o'er the victim firm she stands, 
A barrier from the threatening knife. 

Extending forth her woman's hands. 
To save the sinking soldier's life. 

" Is't blood ye seek ? then let me feel 
" Your wrath ; X will your victim be ; 

** Wretches ! he shall not die, the steel 
" That reaches him, must pierce thro' me !" 

The band dismayed, their riot stay'd, 
And breathless silence dwelt around ; 

For deep surprise had fix'd th^ir eyes. 
And kept their tongues from framing sound. 

With gesture wild the Prophet's child 
Flourished her arms aloft in air. 
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Then bent her knee with dignity, 
And to her sire preferred her prayer. 

" My father (for I now will claim 
" To call thee by that tender name) 
" If thou has't e'er with pleasure smil'd 
Upon thy poor unfriended child. 
And felt a bliss in giving her 
What happiness thou could'st confer, 
" O ! listen now, and grant my prayer, 
*' And the deserted white man spare. 

" O ! he had lost his lonely way, 

*' And thro' our forest chanc'd to stray ; 

*' And now, far from his Christian land, 

"*' He asks but mercy at thy hand ; 

« Xf td the isle of Spirits he 

" Is doom'd, X too will thither flee ; 

•* Then for my sake-:— O ! g^ant my prayer, 

** And the unfriended white roan spare I" 

Her prayer is heard — ^hcr ruthless sire . 

Melts at the sight of virtue's tears ; 
He yields his soul to her desire. 

And calms the tumult of her fears. 
With him she sav'd her lot is cast, 

'Tis here his guardian still to be. 
Till the long day of bondage past, 

He roams again at liberty. 



17 

The white mtn is gone, hut bell think of the day. 
When- tite tawny girl MT'd him from death and 

from pain ; 
And the angel of love shall illuniine hia waj. 
When he treads die lone pathway to meet her 

Tea t IniUan maid, from thy roountuni of blue. 
Let him lead thee to share in hia home and his 

Tbat every ret jm of ttuit day may renew. 
Those gratefiil emotions, which ne'er should de- 
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THE CAVALCADE OF DEATH. 

A ToicK of thunder cried " Come forth and see." 
I looked ; and lo! an ashen-coloured horse 
Came from the cloud of Tision. Ghastly pale. 
And haggard in his grim caparison, « 

lie measured out his slow and solemn tread. 
His eyes glared dark and wild — but they were fiz'd 
And glazed, and seemed to gaze on vacancy. 
As if a spell were on them. Forth he went->r- 
And on him there sat one whose name was Death. 
But round him was the cloud of vision drawn, 
As if to hide his terrors. Fearfully 
I looked upon the mist-clad apparition) 
And from the dark opaque, incessant saw 
Thin spears of fire, like subtle lightnings flash. 
As emanations from that mystic shade ; 
And when the breeze rolled the light vapour by, 
Methought I marked the outlines of a form 
Of hideous grandeur, in whose grisly hand 
An ever-bended .bow of thousand arrows, 
Was dealing swift destruction ;— but the figure. 
The face and lineaments were darkly veil'd. 
Nor did the cloud pass from them. By the side 
Of that pale horse and rider, there stood one. 
In sable vesture clad^ whose name was Darkness; 
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And he was ever at the saddle bow, 

And held the bridal rein. — With silent pace 

The dark equestrian rode — and disappeared. 

Then came a livid form, of aspect wan. 
Upon a spotted charger. He was pale, 
But there was somethirg of a sallow hue. 
Upon his visage. Fierce he looked around, 
And streaks of agony were on his brow. 
I asked his appellation, and they said 
Men called him Pestilence, but some, in fancy, 
NamM him the Dread Destroyer. In his seat 
He seemed uneasy, and his horse appeared 
Bestless and frenzied^-ever and anon 
Champing his bit, and throwing back his rein. 
And snorting in his madness. Every breath 
That from his dark distended nostril came, 
Was filled with subtle poison ; — and it went 
And dealt among the zephyrs, calm and pure. 
The kiss of desolation ; every thing 
That owned a breath and being, and that came 
Within 4he killing circuit of his course. 
Shuddered and shrunk to nothing ^drank and died. 
Where'er he passed each shoot of life was withered. 
And Ruin rais'd her empire. Then I turn'd, 
And when I look'd again, the scene was o'er. 

But still the cloud of vision rested there ; 
And fron^it there came forth a fiery barb>. 
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citig afi if for battle— his long mane 

given to the wind, and loosely flowed, 

lificent in terror— while his eyes 

^d fury, and his foaming mouth and tongue 

led as if thirsting for a draught of blood. 

aged along beneath the unfelt weight 

tall figfure, who across him strode 

pletely cased in sanguinary mail. 

ron hand upheld a naked sword, 

hich the blood of thousands held its place 

ots of crimson rust. He stretched it forth, 

from its point and glittering edge there flew 

flash of quick destruction ; — and I heard 

heavy gproans of thousand widowed hearts 

orphan'd bosoms, from behind the cloud 

36 in one loud curse of deep damnation 

1 the horse and rider. — Then I saw 

fiend had dropt his visor, and there burned 

i direful passions in that fearful face, 

I can at once be numbered. — It was War. 

lughed in his dread fury, and passed by. 

le cloud still lingered ; and the next that step'd 
i from its womb of horror, was a steed 
i;re and spiritless, and, like the shade 
rode upon him, was overcome by want, 
r fleshless bones were bursting thro' the skin 
: bore no nurture for them, and both seemed 
;ind in desperation.-- They had fed 
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On things unseemly, on corruption's self. 
On all that nature loathes, but even tliat 
Was gone, an^ they were foodless. Bright green 

plains. 
And golden harvest-fields had shone before. 
But as these came they vanished. — Every blade 
Of com, that smird in the broad sunshine, droop'd. 
And every green thing withered in decay. 
Mildew and Blight went with them in their path, 
And Misery, Pain, and Madness trod behind. 
I tum'd to question of the spectre's name. 
And it was answered '* Famine ! and all these 
That thou hast seen, are ministers of Death, 
And doers of his bidding." — Then there came 
A sudden clap of thunder— and the cloud 
Dissolved into thin air — and passed away. 
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THE CREWLESS BAHK. 



These stanzas are founded on the following very 
singular relation, which was published in a New- 
Brunswick paper a considerable time since : 

** About sixty years ago, the inhabitants of the isl- 
and of Rhode-Island had their attention attract- 
ed by the appearance of a square-rigged vessel, 
under full sail, coming in from sea, from a south- 
easterly direction, with the apparent intention 
of putting into Naraganset Bay. I'he vessel was 
seen early in the morning, at a great distance. 
As she came near the island, about 11 A. M. a 
number of the inhabitants collected on the shore 
to ascertain her name and character. But instead 
of making good harbour, the vessel came under 
full sail directly on shore. No persons were 
seen on deck, nor had any persons, from the time 
the vessel hove in sight, been seen to leave 
her. Some of the inhabitants from the shore 
went immediately on board; when to their great 
surprise and astonishment, they found a tea-ket- 
tle over the fire in the cabin* the fire burning, 
the table set for breakfast, as if for a number of 
hands, and yet not one of the crew on board ; 
nor was one soul of them ever after heard of. 
No hving creature was found in the vessel, ex- 
cept a slut and her litter of puppies. The boat 
of the vessel was missing. The truth of the 
above story cannot with propriety be doubted. 
The writer of this had his information from a 
gentleman who had the particulars of the history 
from a Mr. Lawton, a man of unquestionable ve« 
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Cacity, who (being then a boy) saw the vessel 
come in, and went on board of her. Mr. Law- 
ton lives on the island. Other persons also tes- 
tify the same thing". The place, moreover, 
where the vessel was run aground, has from this 
circumstance ever since been called IVie Wreck, 
The vessel belonged to owners in Newport. 
Papers and writings were found in regular 
order." 

How gay before the morning breeze. 
The gallant vessel breasts the foam ; 

From wandering over distant seas. 
How proudly she approaches home. 

The rising sun has tipp'd her shrouds 

Far, far beyond the azure bay. 
And all her swelling canvass crowds 

To urge her on her destined way. 

She seems, at first, a feather hung 

Upon the red horizon's verge — 
Or like a distant sea-fowl flung 

Along the undulating surge. 

But as she wanders calmly on. 
And nearer hails the morning beam. 

She glows like some majestic swan. 
Gliding in beauty o'er the stream. 

Well — ^well she speeds — ^the gallant bark \ 
She hastens up the channel now ; 
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Her suU shine gloriously— and hark 
How the waves murmur round her prow ! 

Nearer and nearer^-on she rides — 

So grand, so gaily and so fair, 
That as she treads along the tides, 

She almost seenis a form of air. 

But whither goes she now — before 
The breeze, direct still flying on ? 

She — see — she hastens to the shore — 
She strands — she strands— why was this done? 

The vessel seems in goodly plight — 
Her cabin fire burns bright and clear. 

And all that meets the wondering sight. 
Offers a trace of festive cheer. 

But no one now her action guides. 
Or leads her o'er the yielding wave ; 

And where was recent life, resides 
The desolation of the grave. 

And where is all that noble crew. 
For whom this feast so late was spread — 

Who form'd this little world, a few 
Short hours ago — ^where have they fled i 

Alas! alas! for them— perhaps 
Some blast of death has swept them by. 
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And now the weltering billow wpa|i» 
Their forms in ocean's cemetery. 

Perhaps their little boat has run 
On some wild errand o'er the wave. 

And futhless ere her task was done. 
Consigned them to one common grave. 

Perhaps some cause unknown might urge 
Their sudden parting — and have made 

That bark less welcome than the surge 
Which round its prow in murmurs play'd. 

Perhaps — but ab ! no tongue remains 
To tell their sad, mysterious lot ; 

And all of them that Fate retains, 
Is, that they were, and now are not } 
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TO THE EVENING PRIMROSE. 



SwcET modest flower ! 
Thou lov'st in evening shades to bloom^ 

(At that lone hour^ 
When twilight spreads her misty gloom,) 
And scatter round thy waste perfume. 

But when the sun 
From eastern wave has risen hjgb» 

Thy bloom is done, 
Thou shak'st the dew-drop from thine eye. 
Content unseen, unsung to die. 

So modest worth. 
From observation all retired, 

Returns' to earth — 
That peaceful home so long desired. 
Unwept, unknown, and unadmired. 



ar 



STANZAS. 

^d memoriam juvenia amici. 



■* It called hit tender coal, hy httain of bins, 
'* From the fint blossom, from the buds of joy.** 

YOUNG, 



I SAW thee in thy cloudless day. 

And health was on thy brow ; 
A few short hours have swept away. 
And can it be, that thou so gay, 

Art laid so lowly now ? 
The journey of thy life is o'er. 
And thou art past— for evermore ! 

O ! who that saw thee in the light 

Of youth's fair summer day. 
Had deemed so soon the starless night 
Of death, had brought its withering blight. 

And snatch'd thee thus away ? 
E'en with thy scarcely risen sun. 
Thy mom is past — thy day is done ! 

The dawn goes forth— but never more 
. Aroun() thee shall it shine - 
The blithe birds sing their sonnets o'er- 
The moonlight glitters as before — 



28 

But these are nought of thine ; 
They have no sympathy with thee. 
In the cold grave's dark monarchy. 

But from the turbulence and strife. 

That mingle with our glee. 
The wearying toil of after-life. 
The pain with which our days are rife—* 

Thou art forever free ; 
And from the busy round of woe. 
That man is doom'd to tread below. 

Thy sufferings o'er — how calm the sleep 

That round thee spreads its wings, — 
No cares tumultuous vigils keep. 
No relics of the storms that sweep 

O'er frail and earthly things ; 
Yet can I less than give thee here. 
Poor Youth ! an unavailing tear ? 

Yet wherefore should I weep for thee, 

. Or wherefore should I sigh. 
That it was ojurs thy bloom to see, 
(Like morning flowers) so transiently ? 

Since all at last must die ! 
Thy closing contest soon was o'er. 
And thou art fix'd — to change no more. 

Yea^! thou hast pass'd the shadowy vale, 
That leads to brighter skies. 
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Beyond whose dusk and narrow pale, 
Soulsof the just their kindred hail, 

IVhere endless raptures rise. 
And lead the spirit pure and blest. 
To xtevel in eternal rest^ 



C2 
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THE SERAPH VIRTUE. » 



WBITTEir AFTER TIEWIKO BSXBRAHDT PSALE's 
" COUBT OF DEATH.'* 

Yes ! there she stands in virgin loveliness, 

The bright, the iair-haired Daughter of the Skies ! 

Beauteous in innocence, and soft and mild | 

As she is beauteous, — in her sky-blue robe, 

Tlirown loosely o'er her form of heavenly mould. 

She comes before the dark, stern power of Death, 

Unmov'd — untrembling ; — ^for his terrors die 

Before her potent beauty. She beholds 

The tyrant frown that sits upon his brow. 

Awed but not terrified; and to her view. 

His seems a face rather of placid rest 

Than darksome horror. — Close beside his seat 

(Form'd of the foldings of a whiten'd shroud) 

Fearless and calm and unappalled she stands. 

There she supports the patriarchal form 

Of Age, submissive bending at the foot 

Of the dark monarch ; — while her soft blue eye. 

Upturned to heaven and radiant in the calm 

Of holy resignation, seems to say. 

In the deep language of unuttered thought, 

" Almighty Father, be thy pleasure done I" 

O I she is mild and lovely as the light 

That lingers round the avenues of Day, 
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When he comes on in gliny ! — Yes f that cheek 
la Uke the rose snd lily in their bloom. 
And yet more sweet than either i and those lips 
Seem bluahing in their fragrance \ — Glorious arl 
And bsppy artist ! ihal can thus array 
The hearts of men to aid thee in thy cause ; 
Say, was not Virtue with thee, when that form 
Came from thy glowing pencil f Did not she 
With her own hand Impart that heaTenly grace 
To make it more than eaFthly ) Or perhaps 
She beamed her smile of approbation there, 
And gave it mildneia— sweetness — radiance — all 
He who can gaze upon that beauteous shade 
That beatific semblance, and not feel 
That he lores Virtue better than berore, 
Uust be alike untrue to taste and sense. 
To feeling and to Nature Let him go ? 
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DAVID'S LAMENTATION 

OTIB SAUL AlTD JOlTATHAir. II. BAM. CH. I. 19, 

Raisb, Israel, raise the monumental stone. 
Thy chiefs are fallen and thy mighty slain ; 

And let the anguish of thy grief be shown, 
For the great dead, who ne'er will rise again. 

Proclaim it not to those in Ascalon, 

Nor let the news the tongues of Gath employ. 
Lest the Philistines speak in lofty tone. 

Lest the unholy raise the shout of joy. 

Hills of Gelbaa ! let no dew descend^ 
Nor cooling showers to you their tribute pay ; 

Nor let your fields their first fruit offerings lend. 
For there the mighty cast his shield away. 

Saul cast his shield away, and there he sank. 
He, the anointed ! — From the hostile slain 

The bow of Jonathan the bright blood drank. 
The sword of Saul returned a crimson stain. 

Both in their lives were beautiful and bright. 
And undivided in their death they lay ; 

Swifter than eagles in their sunny flight- 
Stronger than funisbed lions o'er their prey ! 
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Daughters of Israel ! let your tears overflow $ 
"Weep over Saul ! the bounteous and the brave ! 

Mourn for the gloomy fate that laid him low, 
"Who to your charms redoubled beauty gave. 

How are the mighty fallen ! — Fully spent 
In the mid-battle, on the hills. — O'er thee 

O ! Jonathan, I raise my sad lament, 
for very pleasant hast thou been to me! 

Yes! thou didst love me as a brother ; thine 
l¥as warmer love than woman's heart can 
know. 

How hwe the mighty fallen and ceased to shine ! 
How are their weapons broken and laid low ! 
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TO MY INFANT COUSIN. 



How smoothly on the streamlet's side. 
The little bark is borne along, 

Kurs'd in the cradle of the tide, 
Lull'd by the breeze's whispered song. 

Before the eye of blithsome day. 
She floats along thro' liquid air ; 

While every zephyr seems to say 
That peace and pleasure slumber ther^; 

But when she gains the distant bay. 
More rough and rude the billows foam. 

Where waves contending, crowd away. 
To reach their destined ocean home. 

Wider and wider spreads the view, 
Till nought is seen but heaven and sea. 

The distant land of misty blue. 
All lost in dull obscurity. 

Wild o'er the deep dark tempests ride, . 

Each surge the winds in fury toss, 
And all the sailor's act is tried, 

To save the bark from leak or loss. 
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Such human life, on Childhood's stretm. 
How sweetly roll our years sway, 

When pleasure lives in every dream. 
That lights with love our youthful day, 

When all is gay and calm and bright. 
Unruffled — pure — without alloy — 

When every pulse is beating light, 
And every vein is swelled with joy. 

But ere we reach the troubled sea 
Of later life — where passion's storm* 

Howl o'er the deep with frightful glee. 
And sul around in demon forms. 

Adversity controls our course, 

And^ides our bark in clouds of glaoin. 
And sorrow says in accents hoarse, 

" ITiere ia no rest but in the tomb 1" 

So, lovely babe, devoid of care, 

Tboa sleepest on thy mnthec's breas^ 

Breathing the pure, untainted air. 
In sweet repose and tranquil rest) 

Ah ! could'st thou know the toil— the paiit— 
The doubts that later life ensnare, — 

Thou'dst never wish to wake again, 
Uut flumber out thy spirit there. 
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STANZAS, 

Written on reading the following paragraph^ from a 
late London paper. 



•• Saturday week a little girl appeared in Ips- 
wich market with a quantity of halfpenny bunches 
of violets, gathered by herself, and sold for the 
express purpose of purchasing a bible/' 



» 



•* Think of thy Creator young; 

** Seek him in the days of youth.' 
So the man of wisdom sung. 

In the holy word of truth : 
Oh ! how few retain the thought, 
In their bosoins as they ought. 

" They that truly seek shall find."" 

Such the blessed promise given. 

To refresh the drooping mind 

In its pilgrimage to Heaven ; 
Yet in youth, alas \ though sure — 

The reward how few secure. 

But thou, little saint, hast thought. 
In the morning of thy day. 

Of the goodness that has wrought 
All the wonders in thy way — 
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Seldom has thy path been trod. 
To obtain the word of God ! 

^o on then, and gather more 
Of the garden's gay suppliev 

And may he thou seekest pour 
Blessingfs on thy sacrifice, — 

And the offering of thy love. 

Find its sweet reward above. 



I 

• 
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LIGHT OP MY HEART. 



Tim's wing has sped, since first thine eye 

BeftmM o'er my youth's unclouded day. 
And rapid years have wandered by. 

Since first I felt its cheering ray ; 
Seasons have vanished since the hour 

That made us one till Death's decree. 
Yet still I find they own no power, 

Xiight of my heart ! to charm from thee. 

Our childhood passed serenely by, 

Our youthful days were sweet and calm — 
For all was peace when thou wert nigh. 

Of every woe the soothing balm. 
Bright were the joys that round me hung^ 

And gay the scenes 'twas mine to see ; 
Bdt 'midst thetfi all my bosom clung. 

Light of my heart ! alone to thee 1 

I sigh to think those days have fled, 

Those happy hours of youthful bloom; 
Their joys, their friendships now are dead. 

All sunk in Hme's unfathom'd tomb ! 
Yet o'er the wreck of wasting years, 

One radiant star of bliss I see^ 
HVhich smiling on thro' doubts and tears, 

Light of my heart ! shines forth in thee ! 



ijli III ■■! iLiii 11  11^ III! ly 
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TO THE HUMMING BIRD. 



€oM£ ! sweet companion of the rosy morn^ 
On fragrant 2ephyrs from thy chamber borne. 
Come to my holly bower, and with thee bring 
The breath of Pleasure, on thy fmry wing ; 
In faur Nymphza's bosom thou shalt dweU» 
Or sleep in gay Papaver's coral cell; 
Or sweetly rest thee in the green retreat, 
Where sporting Naiads lave their snowy feet^ 
And blushing woodbines overhang the spring. 
Courting the murmur of thy trembling wing. 

Sweet bird! when winter's winds are past and 

fled, 
An4 other summers freshening beauties spread. 
Wilt thou agsdn desert thy southern home. 
Amid these spicy orange groves to roam ? 
Wilt thou remember then the holly bower, 
Where thou hast.sippM the sweets of many a 

flower. 
And rove, once more, among its shades — ^to cheer i' 

Him, who has woo'd thee thro' the passing year ?-~ 
O yes ! 'tis sweet to him, thy sports to see. 
And catch a dream of happiness from thee ! 
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THE STREAM GLIDED ON. 

The stream glided on — and so soft was its swell. 
That it seemed as if peace some enchantment had 

spread, 
JLike that river, whose waves have a magical spell. 
To tempt the beholder to leap in its bed. 

No murmur was there — ^'twas as calm as that hour 
Of rest, when the first beam of day-light appears ; 
And it seemed but to sleep for each dew-dropping 

flower 
That shone on its border, like beauty in tears. 

The stream glided on — and it glided so sweet. 
And so still, you could scarcely discern how it 

stray'd, 
Till its waves were beheld in a lakelet to meet, 
IVhich wide spreading willows had circled with 

shade. 

'Twas a scene of repose — and no breathing was 

heard. 
But those sounds of enchantment which warblers 

sing. 
Or the gentler hum of some fairy-like bird. 
Just fanning the air with ambrosial wing. 



And I ailently muB'd — there was something; dirine 
In thou feelings of transport tliat wuted me there. 
And I long'd for the hearts that were dearest to 

Those emotions of joy and rapture to sliare. 

lAe yon streamlet, methough^ with the ftiends 

that I love. 
In heart-soothing peace may these wanderings be 

Thus together thro' life may we blisdnUy more, 
And in Heaven's tranquillity nuogle at list. 
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SONNET TO THE DAWN. 



Hi8Tt» doads and vapours*— These arrayed in lights 
Are morning's summer heralds. When the beam 
Of the fair Sun has given bis earliest gleam 
To the broad mountain tops — how gnmdly bright 
They hang in ether— smiling to the Night» 
Whose stepa they soon must follow — while the 

pale 
And twinkling stellar lights be^n to fail, 
Betiring^ one by one from human sight. 
O! the wild freshness of the morning hour 
Wrapt in its dews and verdure. O ! how sweet 
O'er Nature's face to watch its spirit play, 
When she sings forth in every blooming flower. 
And bids each blade of g^ss the song repeat. 
To hail the welcome dawn of radiant day. 



J 
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MELODY. 



'* dlesMd are they tluit moutan— for they shall be comforted.^' 

Matt, c. v.— v» 4. 

SwsxT are the drops of sijent woe. 

That stream from friendship's languid eyes. 
When kindred souls are doomed to know 

The parting of affection's ties. 
But sad the burning tears that fall. 

By achittg hearts in anguish shed, 
When they behold the funeral pall 

Stretched o'er the lov'd — the honoured dead. 

When friends repeat ** adieu"— our fears 

Will minister some thoughts of pain. 
Yet still we hope that coming years • 

May bring them to our hearts agidn. 
But those who die can ne'er return. 

No time their absence can repair ; 
Life's lambent flame has ceas'd to burn, 

And all is dark despondence there. 

Yet let the sorrowing mourner dry 
The streams from holy Nature's well. 

And turn above his tearful eye, 
Where hope and cdnsolation dwell* 



Tbo' fiiture days ciui ne'er Testore 
Thp friend belov'd— sla* ! in vain ! 
le 15 seen on earth no more, 
may be met in Heaven again '. 
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FRAGMENT. 



Jf there were but a moon to light this sky» 

Sure such a night were worthy Italy, 

Where the bright summer queen enthroned on 

high 
Floats all serene on ether's slumbering sea. 
So calm and peaceful — tike an oarless boat 
Upon the waters, when the winds are still. 
That gives itself in passive trim to float. 
According to the tide's imperious wUl ; 
Or tike the hawk, that gUdes on noiseless wing. 
And seems in air, like some untiving thing. 
How clear is the blue concave-^and the air 
How balmy and refreshing—*^ 



I 
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TO M. S. N. 

OS HSB BldVESTIira FROK KS ▲ POETICAL XfFI7SI0ir ; 
SSNT WITH ▲ 8HXET OI* BLAITK PAFEB. 



Accept this blank donation. 

With best respects in brief. 
And let thy meditation 

Fill up the vacant leaf; 
I send, in native whiteness, 

Thb sheet from blemish free, 
In purity and brightness. 

An emblem fair of thee. 

The heart is like this paper, 
. In childhood's early day^ 
When Virtue's spotless taper 

Sends forth its lucid ray ; 
When a)l its thoughts, like flowers 

Of lily kind are fair. 
Until the world's dark powers 

Make wrong impressions there. 

Then where before, no shading, 
Nor spot, nor soil had been,- 

Its purity invading, 
3uch blemishes are seen ; 
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But Heaven, in love delighted. 
Can wipe away the stain. 

And make the heart contrited. 
Pure, bright, and blest ag^n ! 

Then take the blank donation. 

And let such thoughts engage 
Thy silent mediation 

O'er its unwritten page. 
And may'st thou be attended 

With blessings from above. 
And ever be befriended 

By Him, whose name js Love. 



1 
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STANZAS. 



No — ^it was not that look — oh ! no — 

'Twas not that cheek's angelic glow— 

'Twas not the beaming light that shone 

Reflected from that eye alone — 

'Twas not the fragrance that was shed 

From those ambrosial lips of red — > 

'Twas not that tongue's mellifluous sound. 

Breathing its melody around — 

That twined, with all their potent art. 

The chain of rapture round my heart ; 

But 'twas that eleg^ance of mind. 

That soul to Virtue's self resigned — 

That pure —that intellectual worth. 

Unsullied by the stains of earth — 

That manner, innocent and meek, 

IVhich uttered more than tongue could speak,- 

And that sweet sympathetic glow. 

Which kindred spirits only know, 

Which gives the heart alike to feel 

Its fellow's woe — its fellow's weal. 

And heralds all the joys that run 

From Love's own sweet conunomont 
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'Twas these on which my rapture dwelt-^ 
These, which destruction cannot melt, 
"Which bright— unfaded still shine on, 
"When all earth's meteor lights are gone. 
And bum with that refulgent ray. 
Which time can neither quench nor sway ! 



so 



TO CROAKER, 

OV HIS 8BCONO KDITIOV Ot ** FAITITT.'^ 



There is a beauty in the glow. 

And blush of early morn ; 
There's beauty in the sounds that flow 

From the huntsman's mellow horn. 
There's beauty hi the clear blue sky. 

And there's beauty in the day. 
And there's beauty when the lightning^ fiy, 

And darkness leads the way. 

There's beauty in the verdant Spring, 

And in the Summer's bloom. 
And in the Autumn's withering. 

And in the Winter's gloom. 
And there's beauty in the fair moon-light. 

When not a cloud is by. 
And the stars are twinkling thro' the night. 

In their fairy majesty. • 

There's beauty in the dash of waves. 
And there's beauty in their foam ; 

And there's beauty to the eyes of slaves, 
In the first ghtd sight of home. 
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There's beauty in the orient climes. 
In the fng^nt bowers of Gul ; 

And there's beauty in the Croaker rbjrmes^ 
, When they are— beautiful ! 

Yet think not I would scorn tby lay. 

For I know thy hand is strong 
lyith Fancy's magic powers to sway 

The mysteries of Song. 
And when oppressive cares were round. 

With sad imaginings, 
I too have lov'd to wake the sound 

Of Fancy's downy wings. 

And as the lonely Arab maid, 

When she hears the camel's bells, 
(Whose gentle tinkling from the glade, 

Along the calm idr swells,) 
Feels the warm blood thro' every vein. 

In gladdening pulses beat, 
llecause she hopes ere long again> 

Her lover's kiss to meet ; 

So, when the Poet's warbling breaks 

From distant hill or plain. 
With me a kindred feeling wakes. 

To him who breathes the strain. 
For like soft winds o'er the sleeping sea, 

When summer suns depart — 
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So comes the tide of melody 
Across the bumati heart. 

Unwearied, still pursue thy flight. 

And let thy ardent wing 
Aspire to fields of purest light. 

Thy boldest notes to sing. 
For best thy pensive carols greet 

The heart, serene and rare — 
As the lark's warblings sound most ttwtet, 

Wheal^ard from upper air. 
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FRAGMENT 

OP 

A J^EW TEAR ADDRESS, 



Fbox Winter's icy caves, where billows rage. 
And tempests howl — and fluttering snow-flakes fly, 
Led by Time's withered hand — that hoary sage — 
The infant year comes forth with radiant eye, 
Smiling and cheerful — with her robe of white 
Thrown g^ly o'er her shoulder — and her hair 
Deck'd with those icy brilliants, dazzling bright. 
Her ancestors so long have used to wear. 
When they first made their homage to the Sun, 
And bless'd him for the favour of his smile. — 
Beautiful innocence ! thou spotless one ! 
And must the crimes of men thy robes defile^ 
And give thee up to Sorrow, ere the hour 
When thou shalt g^n the re^on of the Past? 
O ! that my hand possessed the mag^c power 
To bid this pure— this radiant beauty last* 
How lovely she comes on, this new-bom Year, 
Leaning upon that withered Sage's arm — 
While fairy phantoms follow in thfe rear^ 
To add their tribute to each glowing chann* 

E2 
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Hope, dfest in sdoileB and sun-Deams throws her 

veil 
Over Fear's woe-begone and hagg^u*d face. 
Lest he should make the blooming Year grow pale> 
And damp the gloiy of her early race. 
While Expectation, with her rainbow wings. 
Flutters and sings in ecstacy of glee,— 
And joyous Peace her verdant olive brings. 
To weave around the crown of Liberty. 
Mirth, Wit, and Pleasure all alike aspire. 
With varied votive oiFerings to appear, — 
While social Converse, round her evening fire, 
Welcomes the birth-day of the infant "tear I 
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TO A SLEEPING BABE. 



O ! BLSS8ED image of that rest 

Which saints partake in realms above> 
Upon thy gently faeaying breast 

I gaze — and press the kiss of love. 
The gayest scenes that round us shine, 

The most unsullied joys we see. 
How willingly would I resign. 

To sleep in blessedness with thee. 

Sweet babe ! how sofUy o'er thine eye 

Has slumber spread her downy wing,-— 
Nor will she haste from thee to fly. 

Thou happy — bright and tranquil thing! 
O'er infancy's untroubled bed 

She pours her benison divine, 
And loves her balmy sweets to shed '• 

On innocence as pure as thine. 

Sleep on ! thy fife's unsullied d&wn 
Is bright with Heaven's ambrosial dew— 

Ko wearying thoughts of aspect wan 
Come OA thy eye's imdouded bloe> 
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Sleep on ! thy soft and rosy cheek 
With day's ethereal freshness glows ; — 

And those unconscious smiles bespeak 
That tho^ art happy in repose. 

Thy pillow seems to court the press 

Of those sweet lips, whose tranquil sigh 
Breathes forth in balmy loveliness. 

Like evening breezes when they die. 
Thy sighs are not like those that swell 

From breasts where cares and sorrows creeps 
But come on odorous wings to tell 

The angel dreams that bless thy sleep. 

The primrose path of life is thine — 
Its flowers adorn thy placid way — 

Its clearest beams above thee shine- 
Its loveliest airs around thee play. 

Sleep on ! and revel in thy blissy 
Before life's fragrant dawn is past ; 

Its slumbers are not all like this, 
Its morning will not always last. 

O ! lovely cherub ! while I watch 

Thy calm and quiet sleep — ^I long 
A portion of those joys to catch 

Which now around thy pillow throng ; 
The furest scenes that round us shine^ 

The purest bliss our moments see. 
How gladly would my heart resign. 

For pe«GQ and innocence with thee ! 



WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



Wbes ytan lutve roll'd o'er ibeei 

And tunimera ire fled. 
And this comes before thee, 

like one from the dead, 
When these scenes and these days 

Shall be p»st «nd afar. 
Let tbem live id the blaze 

Of bright memory's star. 

Then when friends long departedt 

Before thee appear. 
And the gay and warm-hearted 

In fancy are near, 
When all fond things together 

Remembrance shall bring, 
For me let one feather 

Be pluck'd from her wing. 
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TO E. S. 



ON HEB WXDSIITG DAY. 



At break of day the lark ascends on high. 
To carol his harmonious anthems there. 

And as he wings along the azure sky. 
Drinks the refreshment of the dewy air. 

But weary soon with wandering thus alone. 
He stays his flight and longs his wing to rest. 

And stooping from the height where he had flown. 
He seeks his tender mate and peaceful nest. 

4 

So, stretching forward on his errant way, 
Man g^ves his ¥rishes and his thoughts to roam^ 

])ut flnds, at last, his warraeat — brightest ray 
Beams from the smile of love that lights his 
home. 

E'en like the mated lark may'st thou be blest 
To find thy dearest joys where love shall lead. 

And in the quiet of the social nest. 
Enjoy the boon to kindred hearts decreed. 
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The voice of Friendship huls thy nuptial hou% 
And asks one benison to crown the day. 

Even that sweet peace, which Earth has not the 
power 
lather to give, or yet to take away. 

May Sorrow never dim thy smiling Sun, 
Nor Sadness blight the garlands Time shall 
weave. 

But may thy day in one smooth current run. 
Ambrosial mom — ^bright noon — and tranquil eve. 

Blessings on thee,and him whom thou hast chosen ; 

May yours be here a love most truly blest— 
And when at last the stream of life is frozen, 

A love unbroken in the realms of rest. — 
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LINES 

WRITTEN AT FBENCH CREEK. 



I STOOD on a rock— all was silent and lonely—^ 
Twas a spot where the sunbeams dar'd seldom 
to creep; 

Not a sound was abroad in creation — ^but only 
The song of a bird on the brow of the steep ;•— 

And the soft, soothing dash of the far-distant bil- 
low. 
That moan'd o'er some storm-severed branch in 
its wave. 
Then sank in repose on its pebbly pillow. 
And retum'dthe soft kisses its green margin 
gave. 

Above roe, the tree and the bush and the briar 
Were yielding their fraganpe and spreading 
their shade ; 
"While ^e rocks, rais'd \n ledges, yet higher and 
higher, 
Seem'd to shrink from the gloom which their 
shadows had made. 
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And the rank grass and green moss were thickly 
reclining 
In their creyices, shunM by the glances of day. 
And wild hanging vines their long leaves inter- 
twining, 
Were forming a drapery, lightsome and gay. 

And there, at first day-break, the Robin is chaunt- 
ing 

The melodious notes of his shrill little tune. 
And oft there the sorrowful cat-bird is panting. 

As he utters his moan to the blazes of noon. 

And thither, when eventide' shadows are blending 
With the light that remains from the sun's latest 
beam. 
The maidens repair, and the steep path descend- 

ingj 
Becline by the wild rock that borders the stream. 

O ! blest be that pathway — ^for some have trod over 

it, . 

Favorites of beauty and virtue and worth,— 

Blest be that spot and the rocks thiat nod over it, 

Long as they shelter such gems of the earth \ 



STAR OF THE MORNING. 



"IinilMtwtind tlie ofliprine of Daiid, tlie Iwight ua 
Ikc momlng KIT 1^ 

Beoelationt. 

Sciotr of David! o'er oar earth 

Wide let thy heavenly bronch extend. 
That all who claim immortat birth 

Haj 'neath its thade in worship bleodj 
Far letlhy shadow spread around. 

O'er climes in ain and aorrov clad. 
That e'en the world's remotest bound 

May feel the bleasing — and be glad. 

Star of the morning! let thy light 
"'■'"- "" 'ht dreary aoulfl of meq, 
/ smile to render bright, 
vere sin's corrupted den ; 
darkness — guide our way 
lere grace shall make us free, 
bless thy glorious ray, 
IT greatest joy in thee I 
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TO TH£ BIEMORV 

OF 

GEORGE DILLWYN. 



FvuLT ripe, like the ear of the reaper. 
He met the pale messenger's word ; 

O 1 sweet is the sleep of the sleeper, 
That r^sts in the name of the Lord ! 

He slumbers at length with his Fathers, 
Secure from the tempests of time ; 

For tile storm that oh earth often gathers. 
Is unknown in the heavenly clime. 

They have placed the cold earth on his ashes ; 

They have g^ven him up to the tomb- 
But the light of his virtue still flashes/ 

The pathway of truth to illume. 

He is dead — ^but his mem*ry still liveth— 
He is gone — ^liis example is here — 

And the lustre andfrag^nce it gtvetb, 
Shall linger for many a year. 
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He stood in the might of his weakness, 
The snows of long years on his head ; 

And sublime, with a patriarch's meekness. 
The Gospel of Jesus he spread. 

The path of the faithftil he noted— 
In the way of the humble he trod — 

And his life was with ardour devoted 
To the cause of Uetigion and God. 

Like the sun of a mid-summer even. 
When, unclouded, it sinks in the w^st, 

His departure was brighten'd from heaven 
With a cheering assurance of rest* 

Calm and soft, and serene, was the slumber. 

Preluding his glorious rise ;* 
And free from all cares that encumber. 

The moment he wing'd to the slues. 

O ! there's joy in the grief of the weeper, 
Whose loss may above be restored ; . 

And, sweet is the sleep of the sleeper. 
That rests in the name of the Lord. 

* The Itat hftlf Ivmr of Che life of chit yenenble man wts paned 
i n a peaeeful tleep, on awaking; &om which} he qaietly died away. 
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O ! WHY SHOULD THE TEAR. 



O ! vnsLY should the tear be shed for those 

Who have gone to their rest in a brighter sky, 

O ! why should we mourn their sweet repose. 
Or breathe o'er their bliss a regretful sigh ? 

'Twas theirs thro' this transient s^ene to tread. 
And its cares and sorrows were round them 
thrown, 

But now to a world of repose they have fled, 
Where happiness dwells — and dwells alone. — 

Tben why should the tear be shed for those 
Who have gone to their rest in a brighter sky, 

O ! why should we moui^ their sweet repose, 
Or breathe o'er their bliss a regretful sigh ? 

'Tis true they are lost to the scenes we lov'd. 
And the halls they adorned are sad and drear; 

Apd the virtues and worth which so often we 
prov'd. 
No more will enliven and comfort us here*— - 
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But there is a world unknown In this. 
Where happiness owns an unceasing reign. 

And we have a hope in that region of bliss, 
To unite with the spirits we lov'd again. — 

Then why should the tear be shed for those. 
Who have g^ne to their rest in a brighter sky, 

O ! why should we mourn their sweet repose. 
Or breathe o'er their bliss a regretful sigh ? 
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ALBERTINA, 

A DRAl^ATIO SKETCH. 



Albeetiva (aolm.) 

Yss ! it is almost past-*the heotie flash 

That breaks forth from the glimmering lamp of 

life. 
With one last effort to augment its glow 
Ere it shall sink in darkness — tells my soul 
The hour is near at hand. I welcome Death 
As a kind angel come to break my bonds^ 
And give me lasting freedom. All the gloom 
That hung about him while at distance view'd. 
And filled my mind with terror, is dispers*d-~ 
And, like the sun emerging from the clouds 
And mists of the morning mountains, his approach 
Is full of light and glory. Beauteous world ! 
lyhose sweetness I have tasted, and whose air 
For sixteen summers I have blithely drank. 
Nor heard the hours escape, so soft they flew — 
Farewel to thee forever. Tho' thy scenes 
Are fair and lovely, aiid to me unting'd 
With much of sorrow's shading in the days 
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OF bright and buoyant childhood, yet I yield 
All their sweet visions, and their rapturous dreams. 
With little t)f regret, and nought of pain. 
Sickness and I have been companions long. 
And she has taught me in her mysteries; — 
And I have learned from suffering's thorn to pluck 
The rose of hope and comfort, and to drain 
From sorrow's bitter cup some drops of joy. — 
My life is in its room, yet near its night ; 
My days are few, yet they are almost spent ; 
My flower is fresh, yet it is near the fadings 
JDays have been when I scarcely dream'd of this. 
When undisturbed with thoughts of future care, 
I waked from fairy slumbers — and around 
All was one scene of rapture. But alas ! 
Time's wing, like the chamelion, changes hue 
With every thing it touches ; — Scenes that were 
Have past away — and other scenes appear 
Of darker aspect. I remember well 
That once 1 scarcely thought of fortune's change. 
Now the enjoyments of my early life 
Are like the fancies of a lovely dream. 
Dim, misty, darkened, indistinct. 1 then 
My days were full of sunshine, but at length 
The black'ning cloud came o'er me — and the atoms, 
The glittering atoms that my fancy watched 
Tlying in pleasure's sunbeams, then I found 
Were nought but base and unsubstantial dustr- 
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My joyi were tliose that love the golden air. 
And sickness strip'd me of them. Yet I bless 
The chastening power that brought me where % 

am, . 

Tho' thro' the path of 8ufferin|p ;— for her hand 
Has led me from deluaon's mazy road. 
And, at the holy fount of Bettgnation, 
Bade my faint spirit driak the soothing .draught 
Of heavenly hope a^d cpmSort, Lovely world! 
With thy fair gardens and thy sunny bU]%, 
And thy green mountains and thy shady v^tys. 
Thy «weet retreats and ffilent solitudes, 
Where I have often roam*d in other days. 
And lav'd my infant hand in the dear waiter > - ^ 
That flow'd serenely, wimre tlie muiimaariiig TtU 
Made mystic music--4nd have sat to bear 
The woodland warbler twitter in the gladt. 
Till peaceful meditation neai> me stole. 
And drop'd her mantle on me— lovely world! 
Once too much lov'd, and now hi love resigned. 
Adieu to thee forever !— Thou and I 
Are nought now to each other. Tet methinks 
One earthly wish stiii Mngers ;-^could I see 
My lov'd Rolando ere I go to rest. 
And give him my farewel, then all were done. 
And nothing would be left but—gust to die. 

KoLAiroo. 
My Albertina ! 
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Albebtina. ' 

Ah ! my wish is granted 
Ere it is scarcely spoken. My Rolando ! 
Thoa hast con\e opportunely, just in time 
To find me and to lose me ; — ^I shall die. 

BotAitoo. 

Oh ! siy not so, my loVe ! oh ! say not so \ — 
After so long an absence, teH me not 
That I am doom'd to misery .—O ! no ! 
It cannot h^ that thou wilt leaVe me thus. 

Al^BEIlTIirA. 

It must be «o, Bolando—even nov 
I feel Death^s icy hand come chilly o'er me. 
As if 'twere gently drawing me away. — 
I think I shall be his companion soon, 
And walk with him from darkness into light. 
Yet deem not that I fear his conduct, love. 
For 1 have waited for his coming long. 
And he is here at last ; and when I tread 
The Valley ©f his Shadow, tho' the gloom 
Be darkness to be felt, yet the white robe, 
Wash'd pure and spotless in redeeming blood» 
AVith which my spirit then shall be enveiled. 
Shall dissipate the darkness, and dispel 
The thickening gloom that hovers in my road, 
Kaking.my pathway one pure stream of Dght 
Flowing right on to glory. — 



ri 

Rolando. 

Dearest love t 
t did not think to meet thee thus. 

Albertiita. 

Rolando! 
I am much chang'd since the fair Autumn eve 
IVhen last we saw each other. Then each hope 
"Was fixM jipon a heart where it was blest — 
Now Fve no wish but that which dwells in Heaven I 
Yet tho' Consumption's busy hand has been 
About the rose that bloom'd upon my cheek. 
And tho' I'm Sadly changM in outward form. 
And little left of me for the worm's banquet. 
Yet I have learn'd, my fKend, to love thee so. 
That nothing now methinks can break the tie 
I fain would cari^ with me into bliss. 
Can we not love beyond the narrow bound 
Of the poor world we live in, and the space— 
The Uttle Space that we are doom'd to tread it ? 
Oh ! yes ! methinks the soul must surely love 
In that pure Heaven where Love is over all i 
And joyous from the blissful fount below. 
Drink rapture at its everlasting source.— ' . 
I am much chang'd, and yet I am not chang'd— 
Sickness has touch'd my form, but not my mind^ 
That is yet capable of energies 
And warm affections, which still turn to thee. 
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BOLAHDO. 

It joys me thus to hear thee talk of love 
And peace, and thy sure, confidence in Heaven.— 
But thou may'st yet live, dearest, to enjoy 
Some comfort with a heart that doats upon thee. 
Why, that fair rose still blushes on thy cheek. 
And those eyes speak as brightly, as in days 
IVhen they were radiance to me, and when Healtli 
All Hebe-like, had tinged thy face with Beauty. 
It m^y be so again, dear love — why not ? 

ALBBBTIirA. 

Be not deceived, Rolando ; hope of healtlt 

Can never, never, never more be mine. 

Life is fast ebbing from me — even now. 

My strengfth departs witji every word I speak. 

Sa/st thou the rose still blooms? It is Death's 

rose, 
Which he has placed in token of his triumph. 
He would not lead his captive thus away. 
Without some show of ornament.— O ! no ! 
I cannot — ^must not — dare not — ^think to live. 
My dearest, fondest, best beloved friend, 
Holid me not back when I would fain be gone ; — 
Besign me to the bounteous hand that gave. 
And- strive to meet me where we part no more. — 

BOLlllDO. 

My Albertina ! it is very hard> 

When we have hoped, and hoped most sanguiiiely 



To see those fond hopes on the sudden withered— 
As mine have been — ere they are well matured. 
But it is thy command — I give thee back 
To the great Power, who only wounds for good.^* 

ALBERTIITA. 

Well said, most lovM ! and now more lovM than 

ever 
That we are near the parting — Fare thee well i 
But ere we sunder, let us think awhile 
Of moments gone forever — Oh ! 'tis sweet 
Thus on the eve of life to stand and gaze 
Back on the visions of the joyous past. 
And gather from the misty mountain tops 
Of blithe Existence o'er which we have trodden^ 
The freshness of the early^dawn of youth, 
When life's fair flowers were gem'd with pleasure's 

dew. 
And all was bright and gladsome. Dost remember 
The little arbour, love, where we were wont 
To rest at eve, when to the distant wood 
We took our lonely ramble ? Why, the flowers 
That hung and clung about its lattices. 
And shed their fragrance to attract the bees 
That came like pilgrims to its nectar'd fane. 
When summer^s sun shall shine on them aglddj 
Will bloom as sweet as ever. But ah ! where 
Will Albertina rest when they shall bloom ? 

G 
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Rolando. 

In Heaven, love, where the flowerets have no thoffon^ 
And pleasures no alloy. — My Albertina ! 
Was it not in that bower that first we met. 
And learn'd to love each otlier ? 

Albektina. 

Aye, 'twas so,— 
And the time is still present to my thought 
As 'twere but yesterday. I did not think. 
When first I saw thy bright and glowing eye. 
And when thy noble face and manly ur 
Wakened my admiration and esteem. 
Thou should'st become so very dear to me. 
But wherefore dwell upon them ' — Moments g^ne ! 
Plumaged with bliss, why could ye not remain. 
And g^ld our path forever P 

RoiAlTDO. 

Why—alas ! 
Why could they not remain ?— O yes ! with thee 
I might have been so happy — ^but, dear maid ! 
What is the dry stalk when the flower is pluck'd ^ 
What is the black tree of its foliage stripped? — 
What is the cold earth of its verdure reft ? — 
What shall I do wh^n thou hast left me lone ? — 

Albertika. 
Hope— bope» Rolando— -there is hope above-^ 
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Thither be thine &ected. — ^We may meet, 

tf thou art worthy, in a better world. 

Free from all chance and change, to love forever.— 

Rolando. 

Then be it mine to seek thy spirit there, 
And follow on to happiness. 

Akbxiitifa. 

Amen !— 
And now, beloved, once again farewel ! 
I feel that it is very near the time. 
And that my spirit soon will pass away.— 
Thanks to the Merciful the work is done^ 
And I have nought to fear. — ^'Twill soon be past. 
Bolando ! 'tis an easy thing to 4ie, 
When we have nothing else to do, in death. 
*Tis want of preparation makes it fearful. — 
Now things begin to fade upon my view, 
A misty dimness spreads itself before me. 
And I shall be enwrapt in darkness soon. — 
Come near me, love, that I may look on thee 
While yet the power remsuns. — Give me thy hand. 
And let me hold it fast while life is left. 
And feel its thrilling pressure. — Sweet, one kiss, 
All that I have to make exchange with the6. — 
life ebbs away-*now, lift me up a little. 
That I may breathe more freely — There, 'twill do-** 
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You are too kind — Yes, now I am qaite easj— - 

All — all is peace and quiet— Oh ! Farewel ! — 

{she die8,y 

RoLA]n)o. 

My beauteous floweret — my poor faded lily — • 

Still lovely in the very arms of Death, — 

And art thou gOne forever ? — Gentle one ! 

Thou wast to me a sun-beam, that did shine 

Upon a darkened heart, — and did illume 

The gloom that hung around it ; — ^now, alas ! 

Whence shall it be enlightened I — Pardon, sweet ! 

That I stand here regretful for thy lot 

Now thou art with the blessed, — But who thus 

Can see his greatest joy snatched sudden from hiro^ 

And still the sigh that struggles in his heart? 

The Stoic may do this— *tis not for me. — 

I am a man — and while I am a man, 

I blush not for man's sennbilities. — 

But yet I must not mourn, my withered flower ! 

My poor blanched rose! I must not mourn for 

thee ; 
For thou art so much happier where thou art. 
Than I could make thee here, that it were selfish 
To wish thee back again to gild my lot. — 
Yet Nature rises up and claims a tear — 
And that one feeble tribute here t offer 
Upon the ruins of thy youthful beauty. — 
O ! thou art cold and fair as the pure snow 
Upon the Alpine mountain9-<-IiOvely wreck 
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Of wliat was once all loyeliness— ^urewel 1- 
'Tis bard to sever even from thy corse — 
But it must be endured.— O ! spirit pure 
That dwellest in beatitude above, 
Comfort thy desolated ! — Mother Earth, 
Beceive her to the quiet of thy rest ! — 
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STANZAS. 



No more that lively strsdn prolong. 

Its sound no thrill of rapture bringfs— 
But chaunt me some melodious song, 

Such as the pensive mother sings. 
When watching o*er her infant's slumbers^ 

She drops a tear to see him smile. 
Unconscious 'mid what silent numbers. 

His father sleeps in death the while. 

Ves ! breathe that sdr — its plaintive tone 

Refines the bosom where it plays. 
And with a mag^c all its own. 

Wafts the mind back to distant days ; 
And soothes and softens down the spirit 

So much into its blissful glow. 
That it seems almost to inherit 

Such joys as are not born below. — 

O ! Music ! surely thou wert sent. 
To light with joy this vale of woe. 

And with thy melting blandishment. 
To teach the springs of Love to flow ; 
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For thine is such sweet power— that even 
In thy rude lay there seems to be 

Far so much less of Earth than Heaven^ 
We lose ourselves in Love and thee ! 



-» —  mm^ I 
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TO 



THE SWEET-SCENTED SHRUB. 



No radiant glow 
Of Flora's robe, sweet flower, is thine ;•— 

Thou dost not know 
Those dazzling tints, that bloom, where shine 
The tulip, rose, and eglantine. — 

Yet tho' thou bloom. 
In simple russet garb arrayed, 

A sweet perfume 
Breathes from thy breast of sombre shade. 
And lingers, tho' thy petals fade.— 

Thus — who possess 
True worth, no foreign aid need bring- 
That loveliness 
Which lights the mind, will fragrance fling, 
When Beauty's leaves are withering.— 
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REMEMBER ME. 



Yxs ! other hearts may gain thee. 
And other hands detain thee. 

And seem sincere to thee» 
Thy generous friendship courting. 
And in the sunshine sporting, 

CWF thy prosperity. 
But should misfortune shake thee. 
And these friends forsake thee* 
I'o this heart betake thee. 

Thou shalt welcome be ; 
"When clouds have overspread thee. 
And they all have fled thee. 

Oh! then remember me. 

Should our fortunes sever, 
And we part for ever. 

Still my prayer shall be-^ 
That our hearts, united 
In bonds by time unblighted. 

May love immutably. — 
And should fate's mandate seat thee. 
Where other tongues shall greet thee, 
And I may never meet thee. 
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Here let thy fancy flee, 
And tho' at distance wending, 
Our hearts shall still be blending^ — 

O ! thus remember me. 

When the bright moon, shining. 
Is on my grave reclining. 

Sad and mournfully, — 
Oh ! be the dew that sprinkles 
The grass, on which it twinkles, 

A sacred tear from thee ; — 
So— when I am sleeping 
Where ulent shadows creeping, 
My starlight watch are keeping. 

Beneath the willow tree — 
Tho' others cease to cherish 
That name which then must perish, 

Do thou remember me !— 
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TO J. L. N. 



M T spirit breathes a blessing 
For thee, my valued friend. 

And thoughts beyond expresang, 
Within my bosom blend. 

I know not whence the feeling 
That wakes ray heart to thee. 

But oft 1 find it stealing. 
When thou art far from me. 

It is not that I borrow 

From intercourse like thine. 
Some antidote to sorrow. 

When care and gloom are mine. 

It is hot that I owe thee 

Some blissful moments flown. 

For which I cannot show thee 
The feelings I have known. 

Not these alone might win thee 
In many a waking dream ; 

But there is that within thee. 
Has won my best esteem. 
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Long be it hune to prove thee 
All that I deem thee here. 

And find fresh cause to love thee» 
With every passing year. 

And when a warm alFection 
Shall make our spirits one. 

How sweet the recollection 
Of Friendship's morning 8un« 

Accept the vain oblation 
My heart to thee would raise } 

Worth needs no commendation^ 
When all delight to praise* 
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FRIENDSHIP 



l* has been mine to dwell in Tortune's frown^ 

And she has roark'd me .for her wayward child— 

And I have watched the shadows rolling down 

The hill of being — hoping there had smil'd 

A sun-beam thro* the darkness; — 'twere a wild— 

Perhaps an idle f^ncy to explore 

The hidden future — ^but I have beguiled 

Some solitary moments now no more 

In weaving airy joys whose reign too soon was o'er. 

t have own'd many hopes — but hopes are vain. 
Unless they have a basis — mine were made 
Of rapturous elements — and in their train, 
A host of glowing disappointments played — 
Yet some I thought were such b^ would not fade> 
Save in the full reality— Fond fool ! 
I did not know, in childhood's flowery glade, 
How far Experience human hearts would school-— 
Nor how she brought men down — submissive to 
her rule. — • 

Such things have cast a shade upon my heart, . 
And taken from its fightness — it may be 
"With wise intent ) — but thoughts that have no part 
In joy's sweet reyeries intrude on me-^ 

H 
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Bringing some moments of deep misery—- 
Of these I must hot think — ^I must not speak ; 
*Twould serve no purpose that they should be free— 
And to express them words and sounds are weak — 
I trust they are for good — no further let me seek. 

Yet i have had one dream that is not all 

Made up of shadows and of airy things-* 

But which in hovering o'er me, has let fall 

A thousand bles»ngs from its angel wings — 

Said I a dream ? — The beauty that it flings 

Is truly like the fairy hue of sleep — 

fiut more serene than that which slumber brings — 

It is a dream of friends, which shrouded deep 

In its most sacred shrine, my heart delights to keep. 

Friendship — ^thou charm of life — to mortals given 
By Him whose fsdrest attribute is Love — 
Sweet rill emerging from the springs of Heaven, 
And fraught with holy influence from above — 
Thou who art faintly imaged in the dove — 
Soother of care, how much to thee I owe ! — 
* O ! ever may it be my lot to prove 
The joys that from thy blest communion flow-^ 
Essence of many a bliss, and balm of many a woe.— 

Long may I own the blissful memory 
Of days which have departed 'neath thy smile — 
When I have roved in pleasure's bowers with thee^ 
And felt my spiKt happy for a while— 
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Long may such memories my heart beguile. 
For they are like those melodies which break 
Upon the watcher, who from nightly toil 
At dawn released, essays his rest to take, 
And wrestles with repose — nor sleeping— nor 
awake. — 

Heaven bless the heritage of those who own 
An interest in my welfare — ^who to me 
In joyous times g^ne by, have often shown 
How true the bosom of a friend could be — 
Heaven bless such hearts !-^0 ! what in like de- 
gree 
Can sway the feelings, as the full warm glow 
bf voluntary kindness ? Unto thee 
Spirit of Friendship ! let my breathings flow- 
Expression is too fsunt thy excellence to show. 
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TO H. T. 

OJ>r HER BIRTH.DAY. 



Well— twenty-one bright summer suns have beea 

thine 
Thro' light and thro' shadow— thro' cloud and thro' 

shine. 
And now that this day their completion shall see^ 
I am summoned to offer my wishes for thee. ** 

Not those of the world — which are formal and cold. 
And denied by the bosom before they are told« — 
But such as the soul to the lips can impart. 
When the tongue speaks a language that comes 

from the heart. 
I would ask then for thee that thy days may be 

bright 
With Truth's clearest sun-beam — ^with Wisdom's 

best light — 
That so when the shadows around thee may roU, 
Thou may'st turn to the ray that will shine in thy 

soul. 
And which, when all without may be dreary and 

dark, 
Will lift up within its unquenchable spark. 
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And g^ve to the mind when its hopes here have 

fled, 
A trust more transcendent to dwell in their stead.— 
And oh ! as thy days in their swift course shall flee, 
lAsLj fair Virtue her oliye-branch wave over thee. 
And Friendship and Love their bright magic im- 
part — 
To warm thy aflections and gladden thy heart. 
Till thy spirit shall wing to that land far away — 
"Where Love dwells with Glory for ever and aye. — 



• 
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CANZONET. 



Cbvsbilt smiles the morn — 

The early dews haye gem'd the flowers ;— 
Hark ! hark ! the echoing horn 

Wakes infant day in her rosy bowers ; 
Over forest and over hill. 
Sweetly it sounds — it echoes still — 
Chasing Silence from her seat. 
Treading the wood-nymph's wild retreat,— 

Hark! again — 
It warbles its wild note — ^funtly borne 

Thro' the wood and oyer the plain. 
On the fragrant breath of mom. — 

Meny the songsters sing> 

Where the woodlands green their umbrage 
spread ; 
Sweet — sweet they are carolling 

Charms from Melody's amaranth bed ; 
The timid deer has left his glade, 
Pleas'd with their cheerful serenade, — 
And wand'ring Sylphs have clustered round, 
In silent joy, to catch the sound j— 
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While Night demure 
Ungers — »nd longs awhile to atay. 

To breathe that muBJc— so wild and pure 
Which welcomes in the blush of day. — 

Awaken ! the mom is bright- 
She wears her crimson robe agun ; 

Gaj— gay— she dances light, 

With buskin'd foot o'er the fiowery plain ! 

She is lovely- and moat fair, 

When she has bath'd in the twilight air— 

Ai rising from her purple bed, 

Her bright eye glanees along the mead ;— 
Away \ — away ! — 

Oh! this i» the hour to breathe delightl 
When the smile of the rosy day, 

Baa jiwt dispell'd the shades of Night,— 
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TO AN EARLY LOVE. 



Weil — it is past — ^the spell is o'er, 

That led me thro' its pleasing maze, 

And I must look on thee no more. 

As I have looked in former days. 
Yet still I turn my raptured gaze 

On things I fain would call my own. 
When memory's waking dream displays 

The vanished joys o*er which I moan. 

But why should I lament my lot. 

Or thus repine at Fate's decree, 
If thy felicity is wrought 

By that which makes a wretch of me. 
Perhaps thy chosen one may be 

More worthy of the love that flows 
From that dear heart of thine, than he 

Who lov'd thee more than morUl knows. 

Yet could I think that thou had'st known 
How close my heart around thee clung. 

Or could I hope one thought alone. 
Had in thy bosom warmly sprung. 
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Of that affection which I song 

In many a wild, iUusive strain* 
'Twonld sooth mj heart, with sorrow wrung. 

That I had loir'd not all in vain. 

I could not tell thee Jiow I felt 

My bliss to thine had closely grown, 
I could not show how deeply dwelt 

The feelings that I dar'd not own. 
I could not tell how oft, alone. 

Thy image thro' my thoughts would shine. 
Nor how my sanguine heart was prone 

To hope it would one day be mine. 

Oh ! could I but hare own'd the flame 

That burned, concealed, my peace to mar. 
Blessed in our loves, thy honoured name. 

Perhaps had been my guiding star, — 
But now, alas ! how gloomy are 

The hopeless thoughts that interrene, — 
For penury's restless bar 

Is laid in chilling force between. 

No matter — it is over now — 

The struggle past— I can resign— 
I yield thee to thy choice— and thou 

Hast little known, I fear, of mine. 
The youth with whom thou dost ent^ne 

Thy heart, beyond me may be dear, 
But the warm love he g^ves for thine, 

Is not more ardent or sincere .<— 



r> 
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[v Farewel — thy lover now no more. 



One sad and parting gaze I take,*— 
In kindred home or stranger's door. 

Heaven bless thee for thy own dear sake, — 
I yet will hope, tho' thus I break 

The tie that love would fain extend. 
When sweet remembrance shall awake, 

Tbpu still wilt own me as t&y friend 1 
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FRAGMENT. 



1 £ram'd a vision beautiful and bright 

And sweetly soft-^and delicately fair. 

As is the summer morning's earliest light. 

All ruddy on the fresh and ambient sur. 

And I iiad g^ven it full beauty— there 

Was nothing wanting to it — it was all 

That one might love-r-and such as we would call 

Bright elegance— nor did my' Fancy spare 

T' invest it with those virtues, that adorn, 

Most sweet and lovely, youth's unclouded morn. 

We met — but he was not the same bright thing. 
My spirit had portrayed him — he was not 
The creature of my soul's imagining — 
And as I look'd upon him — a vague thought 
Of disappointment came across my mind. 
That it was not the face I thought to find— • 
And had no right to look for. — Once again 
I saw him closer, and was then allowed 
To view him separated from the crowd. 
And feel the first soft pressure of his hand. 
And when alone I thus beheld him stUnd, 
Thenature of his beauty seemed to gain 
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Its ftnt full impulse o'er me—and there bunt 
A sense of it upon me that at first 
I had not felt the force of. — And each time 
I saw him afterwards, I thought his face 
Acquired new beauty — ^like the clear cold sky- 
That, 'midst the darkness of a winter night. 
Spreads o'er the wide expanse its glittering Ugtit, 
\nd seems to grow more brilliant as you gaze. 
He was in blooming youth's most glorious prime* 
With a form brightly nob]e,^and his mien 
Was full of dignity and manly g^race ; 
And on his cheek the roseate tinge was seen 
Mantling above the hue the sun had thrown 
Upon his features, once more softly fair ; 
And round his brows, .and o'er his forehead, grown 
In unrestrained extravagance — ^his hair 
Flow'd all luxuriant — while his bright dark eye 
Flashed spirit and intelligence, and shone 
Most lovely when a smile was lurking nigh ; 
For then his face was brightened with a ray 
Of animation, and his spirit seemed 
As if abroad that moment it had beamed 
To shed the glory of its radiant day. 
That smile possess'd so much of soul, 'twas quite 
Refreshing to the heart, to feel its cheering light. 

And in that mind— oh ! in that mind — ^yes ! there> 
There was much loveliness — • » » 
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THE SLEEPER'S HEAVEN. 



I. 

O ! rHEss are times to mortals given. 
So full of bright ecstatic gleams. 

When slumber opes her little heaven, 
Far in the fairy world of dreams-— 

That we could almost wish to sleep, 
To all the joys of life unknown. 

That glowing Paradise to keep. 
And make its air our breath alone. 

O ! blessed be those snowy wings, 

Sweet spirit ! on which thou didst bear 

My mind from earth's unjoyous things. 
To rise and rest and revel there. 

II. 

Iseem'd to break from nothingness — . 
From some oblivious, dark recess — 
Some deep obscure — where Memory 
No trace could find, no shadow see. 
To guide her back among the ways 
Where thought bad roamed in other daya;- 

I 
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As tho' I bad but newlj bunt 

To life, uncoDidouaof iU woes, 
And tluit »weet morning were the Gnt 

That dawned upon my blest repose. 
And thus 1 lay — and »hade was spread 
So sweetly round and o'er my bead. 
And blended so with mellow ll^t. 
That it was neither day nor night. 
But like that hour, when all it calm. 
And every breath of air is balm. 
And shadowy mists arc swiftly flyingv 
And stellar lights in heaven are dying'. 
When all the gloomi of Night are gone. 
But all its sweetness lingers on. 

m. 

There was an odour in the air 

That hovered round those bLsefuI bowerl — 
A purer fragrance, and more rare 

Than ever breathed from earthly flowers. 
I could not sec the' unfading bloom 
From whence urose that sweet perfume. 
But if it came from any thing 
Within our frail imagining, 
[t must have been some glorious tree. 

Thro' which a stream of odour ran. 
Combining all of fragrancy 

That ever charmed the sense of man. 
IS not that short-lived perfume, 
'hich earthly breezes waft away. 
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But something born of brighter bloom, 

Invulnerable to decay. 
The more the zephyrs breathed — ^the more 
Of blissful balm its frag^nce bore ; 
That, in the brightness of my dream, 
I scarcely could do less than deem 
(So unremitted did it run) 
The odour and the breeze were one. 

IV. 

I drank that tranquillizing air. 

My heart with rapture seemed to fill ; — 
And then a lovely sound came there. 

To make that rapture brighter still. 
It was a sound of melody. 
And seemed to breathe its breath on me. 
And broke around — ^as tho' it were 
Bom, like that odour, in the air. 
Or e'en that odour's self might be. 
Woke into voice and life and glee. 
And now and then it came so near. 
That each soft note was in my ear. 
And then it wandered far away. 
And seemed in louder tones to play, 
And proudly in the distance ringing. 

In exultation seem'd to raise. 
Like a blest choir of Seraphs, singing 

Some glorious song of love and praise ; 
And then again it wandered by, 
la some wild, melting symphony. 
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Some pure — some soft— ecstatic tone. 
Like Melody's expiring moan — 
Which thrills along the human breast. 

And calls the tear from rapture's spring. 
And lulls the weary heart to rest. 

Like music of an angePs wing. 

V. 

I tum'd to see from whence that flood 

Of heavenly sweetness had been sent, 
And there was one beside me stood. 

In spirit-like habiliment,-*— 
A radiant form that seem'd to stand 
Light as the air his pinions fanned. 
It was the semblance of a face 

That I had seen on earth before. 
And well I knew whose dwelling place 

Would know those lineaments no more ; 
'Twas one, who in li^'s shortened span 
Was more to me than fellow-man. 
I g^z'd upon him-- ^uid his smile 
Was turned on me— and all the while 
His snowy wings were waved about 
To waft that blessed music out. 
And then, methought, I wished to speak. 
And question — ^but my voice was weak. 
And on my tongue a magic sate. 
That I could not articulate ; 
But while I tried my voice to gain, 
To vent my rapture— all in vain— 
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The angePs radiant pinions fell. 
And sound and melody were o'er ; 

And there came down a stilly spell. 
Such as I never felt before. 

VI. 

" This is the little world of dreams." 
(Such were the words the spirit spoke. 

As shedding round celestial beams. 

His Toice that breathless silence broke.) 

" This is the world of dreams ; — Sleep on> 
** And bask awhile beneath its ray — 

" For when thy slumbering hour is gone, 
*'Its beauteous scenes will melt away. 

** The joy which now thy heart receives, 

** Will only live a tninsient span, — 
** Tis but the frostwork Fancy weaves. 
To gild the chequered life of man. 
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<* But there is yet a brighter Heaven, 
*' Beyond the* bound of mortal years, 

*' Where all that blessedness has given, 
** No change — no waste — no ending fears ; 

Where all is clear — substantial — ^true ; 

*' Not like this pageant of a day,-^ 
<*But of that everlasting hue, 

" 0*er which destruction owns no sway. 

I 2 
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<< O ! all the mingled joys of thb 

<< Sweet world of dreams will not compare - 
<* With aught of that transcendent bliss^ 

<< Which lives — and glows— «nd glories there.'' 



i 
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THE MAIDEN'S LAMENT. 



It was a soft and tranquil eve, die moon was sfuning 

bright, 
I could not bear my bower to leave, 'twas such m 

lovely night ; 
With sweet perfume the summer breeze was 

wafted softly by, 
And from the hedges and the trees came sounds of 

melody. 

The brook was babbling at my feet in melancholy 

mood. 
My foolish thoughts were wild and meet for such a 

solitude ; 
I thought I heard my lover's tread — ^I tum'd me 

round to see, — 
1 had forgot that he was dead, and could not come 

to me. 

The silence that was hovering round had settled on 

my soul. 
And peace a little while I found beneath its calm 

control; 
The earth and sky and waters blue, were quiet and 

serene— 
IfVhy should not I be happy too amid io sweet a 

scene f 
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A heavy, overcoming weight my weary heart op- 

prest, 
I had no tears to disupate the anguish of my breast ; 
O ! ho^ I wished that night to weep^my wishes 

were in vain — 
And then I longed to go to sleep, and never wake 

again. 

I laid me down upon the green — I strove a prayer 

to say — 
I saw the midnight sylvan Queen, careering on her 

way. 
She seem'd to smile on all below — on field, and 

bosh, and tree — 
All else appeared her smile to know — ^I thought 

she frown'd on me. 

'Twas soothing to behold the face of Nature — all 
so fair — 

It served to drown a little space the feelings of 
despair : 

All seemed to breathe so sweet a strain — so tran- 
quil and so blest — 

Oh ! when shall I have peace again — when shall my 
spirit rest? 



Tat star of thy wonhip hu fitded. 

The flower of tby pride bu deciyed,— 
The tree which thy young hurt bu shaded. 

No longer afibrd* thee its ahade. 
Thou waat fur in thy hri^toets and glory, 

But hers was the magic which lent 
The light tbst iliuinined thy atory, 

And dazzled wherever it went. 

She haa gone to the ulence of sleeping. 

In the day-spring of beauty and fiime, — 
Add the charni ia disaolved which was keeping 

Admiration and Love in a flame. — 
And tho* to the gay and light-hearted. 

Her glory forever is set — 
From lAem, tho' with death she departed. 

She lives in tkg memory yet. 

Thou feelest the mind's desolation, — 
In crowds thou art sad and lone, — 

And the high vmce of admiration. 
Is to thee an unnoticed tone ; 
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But when tp the wild-wood stealings 
Where the winds in soft music stir, 

No soHtude darkens thy feeling. 
For there thou cororounest with Aer.- 

The seat of the heart's deep aching, 

Is fiz'd in its inmost core ; 
And oft will the heart be breaking, 

When its sorrows augment too sore.- 
And thine, when at last thus fleeing 

Away from the haunts of men. 
May revive in a brighter being. 

And nungle with hers again.—* 
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MARY YONG. 



[The person commemorated in the ensuing stanzas^ 
is an old German lady, of a remarkably pious and 
devotional character, rending among the Oley 
Hills, near Reading, in the state of Pennsylvania. 
Some of the author's iriends having travelled in 
tliat part of the country, desired his pen on the 
subject, and the following is the result of theis 
request.] 

Whoe'sb has trod by SchuyUdU's shore^ 
Where Oley Hills are stretched along. 
And in romantic beauty soar, — > 

Has heard of Mary Yong. 
They tell for many a mile around, 
^here her lone dwelling may be found, 
Aii«. show the green hill where it stands 
Surrounded by its cultured lands. 
Where oTt the traveller stops to see 
The poor and humble devotee. — 

Far from the world, and all its.stril« 
And care, old Mary dwells alonej— 

And tho' she treads the vale of life, 
Her mind is not overthrown} 



There 19 s little ipot, whicb she 

Now liolds within her cott>^ new. 
There sleeps her line or ancestry. 

And she wiQ sleep there too. 
And tho" the name of Mary Yoiij- 
Be not, on earth, remembered long. 
There it a world where virtue lire* 
Beyond the limit inemoiy gircB ; 
And from its earthly fi^tiei free, 
■looms «i, in one eternity. — 
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WRITTEN 



IN TffE ALBITK 07 A FEHAXE FKIEFI). 



A* Some lone traveller — on the rocky fane. 
Where Nature's brightest glories proudly reigii^ 
.Inscribes a name, perhaps but little known. 
In rude design upon the mossy stone. 
Or from the trunk of some time-shattered tree, 
Asks but a transient immortality — 
Hoping that after, if some friendly eye 
Should} roaming there, those characters espy — 
They may arouse fond memories all his own. 
And lead his heart to joys for ever flown, — 
So I, to this pure page, these thoughts consign. 
That future days'may urge a claim to thine. 
Well pleased, if I might hope to gather thence. 
The silent fame of thy remembrance. 
That, when long days, and months,' and years arc 

past. 
If on this page thine eyes be ever cast. 
Thy mind may turn in retrospect to see 
Departed times — and wing a thought for me, — 
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Nay — think not, love, tho' t have rov'd 

In Beauty's moat attractive ways, 
Xtiat I forg^et wliere once I lov'd. 

Or lose the thougiit of former days. 
O '. no— from the alluring acene, 

I turn away, unthralled and free — 
And whai before my heart had been. 

Unchanged, it wanders back to thee. 

Thou wert among the earliest dreams 

Of love, my spirit dar'd to own — 
Thou mingleat in the brightest beams. 

That fairy Hope has round me thrown. 
Ab rivers aeek ttieir Eource again, 

When they have wandered fbrth to sea. 
So from the crowd and bum of men. 

My heart returns to dwell with thee. 

Then deem not, love, that I am changed 
From what I was in days gone by — 

Tho' much my wandering steps have ranged. 
Where lovely forms and souls were nigh. 
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Tho' these, with magic spell, conspired 
To bind my heart — it might not be ; 

'Twas theirs, in truth, to be admired. 
But oh ! its love belongs to thee. 



Tdei that inhibit glens and solitudes. 

And dwell in caves and rocks, may oft commune 

TVith the deep spirit of the stonny woods. 

And hold still converse with the " fair round 



When she walks forth at night's untroubled noon. 
And the stars crowd her levee. — They may bring 
Wild fancies team the loud wind's hollow tune. 
And soaring high on Contemplation's wing. 
Dive into Nature's soul, and watch her secret 
spring. 

Such do not wake my envy. — Tho' I love 
When watch-fires glow along the cloudless sky. 
To follow Nature to her source above. 
And trace the glories of her path on high 
And tho' Hove to gaze, with ardent eye, 
On the dark grandeur of the woody wild, 
The deep cascade— the forest's Autumn ( 
K2 
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The proud magnificence where rocks are pil'd — 
I^om which I drink delight, unmixed and unde- 
filed, 

Tet something still is wanting. There's a feeling, 
A social glow that rises in the heart. 
And to the mind its loneliness revealing. 
Creates a wish that tome one might have part. 
In that we joy in. O ! whoe'er thou art 
That dost for bliss on solitude depend — 
Know that to sooth thy bosom's secret smart. 
Or to thy pleasures new delight to lend, 
Retirement has no charm to match a real friend ! 
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lANTHE. 

A DRAMATIC SCENE. 



Orhoks (solus.) 

How beautiful is night ! — thou lovely star 
That shinest sweetly in the azure heaven^ 
Bright and unfading — unto thee I turn 
To contemplate thy beauty. — I have lov'd 
" Oft ijti the stilly night," when winds are hush'd, 
And Zephyrs quit their revels in the leaves. 
To sit me on some moonlight eminence. 
And watch thy twinkling fires, till I have brought 
A host of fairy fancies round my seat 
Apparell'd with enchantment. — O ! the night — 
The night is full of glories. They that sleep 
And doze away the silent moonlight hours. 
Know not the rapture that their hearts enjoy 
Who wake to watch their brightness. O! 'tis 

sweet 
Amid the peace and calmness of the night— 
When Meditation sails on noiseless wing< — 
To hold communion with departed things, 
LotM— lost and yet remember'd — They that think 
(And he who dareji not is a wretch indeed) 
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Gather more joys in such a musing-time. 

Than from a thousand pleasures that are bought 

In riot and commotion. O ! the bliss 

To dwell among the stars, tho' but. in thought — 

To catch a little portion of the feeUng — 

The raptur'd feeling of the heavenly world — 

To be inspirited one little space. 

And drink pure emanations from the skies — 

To dive into the regions of the past, 

And bring up valued things of other days — 

To penetrate the future, and to pluck 

One downy feather from Hope's radiant wing — 

To soar midst glorious. and unearthly thingfSy 

Till we are lost in thought's wild labyrinth. 

And all forgetful of our lower being— 

O! night — night — ^nigiit — such joys we owe to 

thee ! — 
How beautif^il! along the silent air 
No cloud to blot the clear blue iace of heaven \ 
Like sleeping innocence— calm, soft and fair. 
Nature is drest in smiles. How sweet the moon 
Beams on yon Ivy-mantled cottage thatch, ^ 
And sports among the foliage. There my ttead 
Must be directed, for beneath that roof 
Bwells one, in whom concentrates every charm. 
She was the angel of my early days — 
She was once all my fondest hopes could wish, — 
Would I might dare to hope she still were mine. 
If she be lost to me, I fsm would know 
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My sentence from her own ambrosial lips. 
Now will I question her, and be resolved. 
{Knocks at the door of the Cottage, Enter lanthe.) 



Ormond ! 



lantfae ! 



Iakthe. 



Osmond. 



Iaitths. 



Why you are a stranger ! 
Come, enter ; let me lead you to our friends. 

OKMOKI}. 

Not till I know my welcome, fair lanthe. 

' Iakthe. 

Your welcome, Ormond ! oh ! now you are jesting. 
Come, there are none within but father, mother. 
And our old neighbour Dromo — they'll be glad — 
l*m sure they will — to see you here again. 

Orhons. 

It may be so— it may be so — I grant it. 
But there's another whom you have not mentioned. 
Whose welcome I would fain be sure of, ere 
Again I put myself beneath your roof. 

Ianthe. 
W^ll, who is that ? me ? why, good cousin Ormond, 



r- 



Yau'r« grown fHcetioua since you were abroad. 
And now have come home in a men; mood. 

I am not merry ; no 1 am not merry — 

lanthe, I have cause of sadneai. You 

Have given me weijflity reasonai e'en for tears, 

in had not a heart too proud to weep. 

Think of the part that you have play'd to Ormond. 



I do protest I cannot understand 

The meaning of the words that you have uttered. 

Nowpr'ythee (ell me, do you jest or not? 

Jest I Jest ? tsnthe, do you mean to mock me J 

Would you add insult upon injury I 

Ungrateful, fickle, false, unfeeling girl! 

O ! were it not for some remembrances, 

I think I should be tempted now to scorn thee ! 

Ormond ! I cannot bear this any longer. 

If you are only here to mve at me, 

And shake me with the thunders of your anger, 

' nray you let me pass, and leave your presence. 
hought you would have had more tenderness, 
ir one who always lov'd you as a sister. 
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OjlMO^D. 



Nay ! pardoil me — perhaps I was too hasty ; 
I did not mean to waken thus your tears. 
But on my homeward way, there came to me 
Rumours that have much wrong'dmy inward peace, 
lanthe, what they whispered was of you. 

Iasthe. 

Of me ? what could they have to say of me ? 

Ohmohd. 

! can you ask that question ? You, to whom 

1 look'd for my best hopes of happiness — 
You whom I made the guardian of my thoughts, 
The censor of my actions — and for whom. 
When absent, I rehnquished tempting pleasures. 
Because I deem'd your heart would not approve. 
Oh ! many a time, in exile, have I gaz'd 

On yonder fair and brightly beaming star. 
And felt a secret pleasure in the thought 
That my lanthe watched its radiance too. 
And then 1 wandered silently away. 
To seek your presence in this lonely cot. 
And dwelt upon the pleasures we enjoyed 
In days gone by, beneath its humble roof, 
Till wrapp'd in one wild dream of happiness 
I rested sweetly in the thought of you. — 
And now just on the point of gaining back 
What I had lost in leaving my lanthe. 
Dark rumour comes to tell me I am cheated, 
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That a bold rival is preferred, and I 
Am but an outcast. — Do you wonder now 
That I am mov*d to rage ? 

LilfTOX. 

O ! Ormond ! Ormond ! 
You surely have been very much deceived. — 

Obmohb. 
Deceived ! Then may I yet presume to hope ? 

lUfTHE. 

I should have said, you have deceived yourself. 

Orxoki). 

What i were my senses then enwrapt in sleep ? 
And had I lost perception ? — Were the words, 
The meaning looks that came and pass'd before 

me, 
Were these, with all their silent tenderness. 
The unsubstantial vagaries of a dream ? 
I never could have thought that they were all 
But empty shades. —Now answer me, lanthe. 
Had I not reason to believe you lov'd me ?' 

Iaztthe. 

I did, and still do love you as a Mter, 
But never otherwise. You have mistaken 
The flowings of a kindred affection 
For other warmer feelings. I am sorry 
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You should have suffered pain from such a cause ; 

But I had thought that we, who dwelt together 

From early infancy, had surely learned 

Enough to understand each other better. — 

I always looked to you as to a brother, — 

Of whom, to me you had supplied the place ; 

And never did I think of hiding from you 

The feelings of affection that I felt 

Glow in my bosom for my cousin Ormond. — 

'Twas natural that I should love you thus. 

For we had been companions all our lives ; 

But little did I dream my openness 

Would be misunderstood to wound your peace. 

I felt no check to love you as a brother, 

I hope sincerely so-^but in my heart 

Antonio is the only one that owns 

A more decided interest. There my love 

Is of another character. 

Ormond. 

Antonio ! 

Said you Antonio ? — then farewel to strife. 

If you have chosen him I am content. 

He is my frietid — I would not cross the path 

Of a friend's love, to meddle with his peace. 

E'en where I certain to achieve my end. — 

Joy gathered from another's misery 

Is but a poor possession. I shall be 

More happy in Antonio's happiness. 

Than had I gained the prize and left him wretohed. 

L 
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Now that is spoken like my generous cousin ! 

Obvond. 

Nay — nay — no flattery, my fiur lanthe, — 
You do not owe Antonio to me — 
Altho* I hope you may be blest together. 

Ianthe. 
I hope we shall. He is a worthy youth. 

Ormond. 

Worthy ! O ! he is every thing that's noble ! 

So warm, so true, so generous, so confiding, — 

So full of sensibility and love — 

So ardent in affection — so sincere — 

So tender in his friendships — would I were 

As worthy of you as Antonio is. 

Ianthe. 
Think not but I shall love you still, my cousin. 
And yet more that you love Antonio. — 

Ormoxs. 

Pardon me, dear lanthe, for the pain 
That my unbridled feelings must have caus'd. 
Pardon the foolish rashness of the past, 
And if can you forget my thoughtless rage. 
Now give it to oblivion.— May I hope 
You will receive me as your friend again — 
And deign to be a sister to me still ? 



123 

Bnough ! your pardon is already granted ; 
And when I cease to love you as a brother, 
Then say I am ungrateful. Come, let's in ; 
You will not doubt that you are welcome now ! 

{Exeunt into the Cottage.) 



* *■-,*», 
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RECOLLECTIONS 

07 ▲ TI£W ISOM JEFFXB80N HILL, EASTOIT, PE^N. 



EirciBCLED by its mountain hills. 

The little town of Easton lies ; — 

Its rivers and its murmuring rills — 

Green fields and azure skies. 

Are bright before the summer sun ;t— 

In silent beauty gay. 

They sweetly smile, and smoothly run 

Serene away. 

With weary pace, sedate and slo>ir. 
Alone its roountain< heights I tread ;— 
And now I gain the top, and lo ! 
What glories round me spread 1»- 
From the bold summit I look down, 
And there, beneath my gaze. 
In quiet rest, the little town 
Its site displays. 

Further, the silent waters run 
Along their high and woody shore. 
Glistening beneath the noon-day sun,-^ 
While other streamlets pour * 
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Their soft blu© waves to mix with these, 
From covert and ravine — 
And shades, where shrubbery and trees 
Barken the scene. — • 

Beyond the pathway of the stream. 
Where green and towering hills arise. 
Reposing in the radiant beam, 
A little village lies ; 
And as ita.Janguid smoke ascends. 
And wreaths on wreaths increase, — 
Methinks its thin blue curl portends 
Something of peace. — , 

Here on the hill's broad top I stand. 
And spread on every side around. 
Bright sunny fields and cultured land, 
And woods and vales are found; — 
Far as the eye can stretch its gaze, 
Kidges on ridges rise— 
And in the dim, blue, distant haze 
Mix with the skies. 

I turn my course, and on the north, 

A little mountain stream I view. 

Pouring its whispering waters forth 

To meet the river's blue ; — 

Its wild, romantic course it winds. 

In rural beauty gay,— 

Thro' light and shade— before it finds 

Its outward way. 

L 2 
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Just in one spot its waters glide 
Thro' an obscure and deep ravine. 
And creep along in gloomy pride, 
Half hidden and half seen. 
Over this precipice's brink, 
I see them calmly flow ; — 
And on the fearful edge I shrink, 
To look below. 

Above, the northern mountuns tower. 
Lifting their summits, broad and bold. 
On which the mists of morning lower, 
And*tempest clouds are rolled ; 
Grand on the bosom of the sky. 
Their woodlands they expand, 
And in their might and majesty. 
They proudly stand. — 

O ! happy be, whose spirit blends 
In sweet communion with the wild 
And rugged scenes which Nature lends. 
To teach her wandering child !— 
He views them, with the deepest sense 
Of admiration awed, 
Rays of that bright benevolence. 
Whose name is God ! 
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SONNET. 



"WHAT is lovelier than this fair moonlight. 
Amid this autumn scenery — with its sear 
And many-coloured foliage — all so dear 

To the heart's better feelings. — Lovely night ! 

1 have gleaned some most precious hours from thee, 
And some most sweet emotions, when the blest 
And balmy breath of Friendship bade me rest. 
And wrapp'd my heart in sweet tranquillity. 
Season of bright musings ! with thy moon above. 
And Nature's radiant scenes around me spread. 
And near me some fond soul that I can love. 
About my spirit its calm light to shed. 

Scarce could I wish below a lovelier scene. 
Than such sweet hours sometimes to me have been. 
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FiBEWKLl Riid joy »ltcnd Ihce to the aliade. 
Where woods on woods In diatsnt prospect fadci 
And ruder scenes that round their borders lie, 
Jn dark perspective rest the wandering eye. 
But when away and other objects smile, 

t those who linger here tlic while ; 

hen twilight glimmers in the sky, 

iright star of eve is beaming high, 

ts li^t, and think of those, who gaze 

scenes upon its lovely rays f 

re breathe our prayers, tho' sever'd far, 

lold sweet communion by that star. 

e her tranquillizing odours shed, 

the her melodies around thy bead, 

tb, whose bowers the balmy zephyrs seek, 

he rose that blooms upon thy cheek. — 

nd heaven's sereneat blessings dwell 

liee i — till we meet i^in — farewel ! 



FORGET ME NOT. 



AtoHo tlie vale of life 

Wm cast our lot,— 
The world and all its strife 

We soon foreoti 
And now, alas! we part — 
Tet let no tear-drop start. 
But from thj inmost heart. 

Forget me not ! — 

When I am far »«ay 

From this lov'd spot. 
Will this, our parting day, 

E'er claim a thought ? 
Or will remembrance fade. 
And dart oblivion shade 
The last request I made ? — 
Forget me not !— 

Oh I no— each scene we knew 
This woodbine cot — 

The streamlet's waters blue , 
The mossy grot— 
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Tho' I far distant be. 
These still shall speak of me,- 
And sweetly whiter thee 
Forget me not ! 
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TO E. AND H. H. J. 

AFT£A A SEASON OP SOCIAL SITJOYMSNT AHOKQ THE 

SCENES OF NATURE. 



How sweetly fled the noiseless hours, 
"When my cares were lost with you, , 

And Time scattered round his roseate flowers 
Of every rainbow hue. 

When our hearts were so light and our spirits so 

That we heard not the rush of his wing, | 

Nor thought how soon he would fleet away, 
AVith the garlands we saw him fling. 

We wandered along the garden path. 

And our hearts were full of glee — . 
And we had such thoughts as the infant hath, 

That lisps on its mother's knee ; 
For we banished care from the way we trod. 

And bade him at distance be-^ 
And defied him to come and touch the sod 

Where we held our revelry. 
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Laughter was there, and mirth was at hand. 

And we gave them both their sway. 
And surely we were like some elfin band. 

On a fairy holiday. — 
The air was pure and the sky was bright. 

And the day was almost done. 
And we looked to the west, and saw the light 

Depart with the glorious sun. 

But the moon came forth with her silver ray. 

To float on the azure deep. 
And she went serenely oi;l her way, 

Like beauty's unclouded sleep. 
We looked abroad on her placid glow, 

And we looked to the starry blue. 
And we looked on the lovely scenes below. 

And spoke our faint adieu. 

O ! can I forget such hours as these ? 

For they come like the birds of spring. 
Or like the balmy ocean breeze. 

With its sweet and dewy wing. — 
The heart may riot and revel away. 

When Mirth has rallied his powers. 
But oh ! 'tis far more delightfully gay. 

When Beauty arrays it in flowers. 
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THE FOWLER OP THE NORTH. 



On the eastern coast of Scotland and the Orkney 
Islands many of the natives are employed in the 
occupation of catching* sea birds and securing 
their eggs, which' are in great request among the 
inhabitants of those northern regions. The nests 
of these birds are placed among the clefts of the 
rocks, at whose base the sea foams most tre- 
mendously ; and being sometimes almost inac- 
cessible, render the pursuit peculiarly danger- 
ous. The following is supposed to be addressed 
by the wife of one of these adventurers to her 
husband, to dissuade him from commencing his 
hazardous expedition till day-break. 

Oh ! stay thee awhile from the brow of the steep, 
Till the wand of the morning is stretched from 
afar. 
Till the gull of the ocean has sunk into sleep. 
In her pendulant n6st on the marge of the deep, 
*Neath the heart soothing ray of the bright polar 
star. 
For now on the billow, she chooses her pillow. 
And rests her broad wings on the breast of the 
sea; 
And* urging her flight, through the region of night 
Skims light as a feather on moorland or lea. — 

M 
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But soon shall thy lullaby sooth her to rest. 
And her smooth floating pinion be closed on her 
side; 
Her head shall be lulled on the soft plumaged 

breast 
Of unbreathing repose, in her wind-cradled nest ; 

Thither led by her light-footed Morphean guide. 
And she shall be sleeping, while day-light is peep- 
ing 
From her rose-wickered chambers of vapour and 
dew; 
And the urns of light fade, from the beaming ar- 
cade. 
Which night had attired in silver and blue. 

Then may'st thou away to her seat in the air. 
And surprise her while over her treasures she 

* lay; 
From the safely earned plunder the bird may'st 

•thou tear. 
And away to the cottage thy burden may'st bear. 
For her who is foremost to welcome thy way.— 
Oh stay then till morning, yon blue bills adorning, 
O'er the g^een-rolling surge of the ocean shall 
creep, 
And show thee the way to thy desolate prey. 
Where the nest of the sea-bird is daring the 
deep. 
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THE ISLET. 



Who e'er hath strayed the solitude, 
"Where Schuylkill's forests wild and rude^ 

Frown o'er the placid tide, 
Hath seen the little rocky isle. 
Whose moss-crowned summits faintly smile^ 

Upon her eastern side ; 
Where thicket, bush and tangled brake. 
Their tiny virgin blossoms shake. 

When vesper breezes blow ; 
Or when they creep, with whispering sound. 
Along the river's deep profound. 

Their shadows spread below. 
And 'midst their shade, a lattice bower. 
Wickered with vine and blushing flower. 

Its lowly roof uprears ; 
And thro' the leaves that round it flaunt. 
Where stock-doves pour their solemn chaunt, 

The swallow's nest appears ; 
Who, from her seat, at dawn of day, 
(Unused her wandering feet to stay,) 

Is ever first to spring ; 
•And darting o'er the dimpled flood. 
Chirps to her mate in sportive mood. 

And frisks her nimble wing. 
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Apd from the insulnted green. 
The river apre»il» a ch»rmioff scene, 

Boinantic, rude and wild ; 
Lswn, i.rbour, nunwoo, wood and ro«k. 
Diversified with bird and llocic. 
And waving grain, and reaper's shock, 
Tbat seem the gazer'a view to mock. 

In varied prospects piled. 
Then southward turn the eye, and here, 
mil bridges twwn, of ipan and pier," 

Burst full upon the view ; 
And groups of quadrupeds and men, 
And wandering songsters of the glen. 

Of every tint and hue ; 
Forest and vale end mountain high. 
Alternately divert the eye, 
"nil failiDg in the horizon aky, 

They &de in ether blue. 
How changed the scene, since erst ofyote. 
The Indian pac'd this woodlaiid shore. 

In search of sport or game ; 
And bounding thro' the forest dim. 
Attacked the bear with brawny limb. 

And fierceness, nought could tame. 
: woodman's band, on either side, 
levelled half the forest's pride ; 
nd where behind its screen, 
warrior plied his light canoe, 
1 o'er the stream his paddle threw, 
'he boatman's hai^e is seen. 
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Wheiftf once the Eagle built her nest, 
The Wren reclines her speckled breast ; 

And where the mellow horn 
Soahds cheerly over wood and dell, 
The Indian's wild and savage yell. 

Along the breeze was borne. 
No proud pavilion showed its head, 
'When heavy from their watery bei, 

The evening vapours curPd ; 
No bower, — save where a wreath of smoke, 
Above the distant woodland broke. 

From Indian cottage hurl'd. 
But where are they who trod that dome. 
And call'd that forest path their home ? 

Forever past away ! 
And when another century. 
As unperceiyed has wandered by. 

Creeping from day to day, 
JLlas ! the scene must shift again. 
And those who now their seats retain. 

Must sleep as sound as they. 
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HOHACB— BOOK U. ODE 10. 



Sonc, Licinius, it will be 
Wisest, wliea the billows ^ow. 

Not to press thy birk to sea. 
Nor yet to near the treacherous shore ; 

Lest, whiifll flying from the shock 
Of the storm-distracted wave. 

Thou shouldst break upon the rock. 
And find an unexpected grave. 
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Ijofty pines that touch the akiei. 
Host before tlie tempeat bend. 

And the towers th»t farthest rise. 
With the heaviest crab descend. 



Round The mountain's soaring peak. 
Fierce the vivid Kghtning thrills. 

And the loudest thunders break 
On the most aspiring hitls. 

Minds prepared for every end. 
Always the true medium know, 

Hope, when adverse storms descend. 
Fear, when prosperous breezes blow. 

For they know that Jove, whose power 
Bids the winter sweep the plain. 

Can, ID his pro|ritious hour, 
Brii^ the smiling spring again. 

And tho' clouds aroand them spread. 
And desponding darkness frown, 

Tet Apollo soon will shed 
ffis refulgent radiance down. 

Ye* ! for he whose matchless bow. 
Wings unening shafts of fire, -^ 

Sometimes condescends to throw 
Music from bis breathing lyre. 
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Then be brave, tho' storms impend. 
And adversely flap thy sail, — 

Nor too much thy sheet distend 
To the &ir and prosperous gale. 



t 
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SACRED ODE. 



"** For ye are the temple of the liviDg God.*'— -Sir. PauLj 

Wbskx is thy dwelling place ? — 

Is't in the realms of space. 
By angels and just spirits only trod ? — 

Or is it in the bright 

And everlasting light 
Of the sun's flaming disk, tliat thou art thron'd, O 
God ! 

Does fair Arcturus shine 

Upon the seat divine. 
Whence thou thy matchless mercy dost display f — 

Or does Orion^s ssone, 

Thy glorious presence own. 
Thou who didst breathe thro' ^Figbt, and kindled 
up the Day. 

Or must we search for thee. 

Beyond the galaxy, 
Far in the unmeasured, unimagined heaven — • 

So distant, that its light 

Could never reach our sight, 
Tbo' with the speed of thought for endless agef jj 

driven ? — ': '^ 
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Op does thy spiHt still. 

Its purpose to fulfil. 
Move o'er the face of waters unexplored — 

As when thou didst of old. 

Thy embryo world behold. 
And raised it from the deep by thy Almighty word ? 

Hast thou thy ^rone on high. 

In the empyrean sky, 
"Where saints adore the wonders of thy grace — 

Or is it fix*d elsewhere. 

In glories yet more rare ?— 
O ! thou all-glorious God, where is thy dwelling 
place ? — 

Hosanna unto thee, 

God of Eternity ! 
For thou thy spirit on aU flesh hast poured, — 

And in thy boundless love. 

Descended from above. 
And made the hearts of men thy temple, mighty 
Lord! 

O ! for a voice to sing 

To thee, all bounteous King, 
That heavenly song by angels sung of yore. 

When from the azure plain. 

They breathed that blessed strain, 
** Glory to God on high, and peace for ever more !*' 
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TO SOME FRIENDS, 



ON MAKING THXM A VISIT IN TEX COUNTBT, 



It was in the season of music and bioom. 

That I wander'd afar on the Delaware's shore, 
The fields were all verdure— the air was perfume. 

And nature seem'd smiling that winter was o'er. 
The river ran calmly and cheerly along. 

In sunshine and shadow it seemed to be gay, 
And from each tree and bush a bird uttered its song, 

Just stirred its bright pinion and flitted away. 

Yet it was not the scene that had power to win 

The full transport of feeling, altho' it was fair, 
'Twas the warm-hearted kindness that welcomed 
me in, 
And the friendship that smiled on my lingering 
there. 
Oh ! blest be the friends that gave peace to that 
hour. 
And oft be such seasons of pleasure renewed^ 
Nor e'er be my bosom untrue to their power. 
Till existence and feeling alike are subdued. 
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THE SISTERS. 

A DESCRIPTIVE SKETCff, 



STLTH. 

This is a sweet spot — look you, Hosalind, 

How the bright flowers sprini^ up around our path \ 

Are they not beautiful ? — This simple one. 

This little yellow cowslip, that uprears 

Its fragile petals on a slender stalk, 

Tho' ^o the transient passenger it seems 

So very insignificant, is full 

Of elegance and wonder. Only mark 

The richness of its colour — none but He 

Who clothes the lilies, could have made a dye 

Of such transcendent beauty. 

ROSALIXI). 

Even so. — 
Nature — which is another name for God — 
"Wili ever stand above the reach of art. 
This little flower attests her potency. 
Just look Into its cup — its velvet leaves, 
Tbo' fashioned so minute and delicate. 
Are perfect in their kind, and stand arranged 
In wondrous order round the verdant stem. 
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STLVIA. 

'Tis beautiful indeed ! and one would think 
It were enough to damp all human pride. 
Just to inspect a simple flower like this. 
And then to recollect, that mighty man, 
With all his boasted powers, cannot produce 
Aught like this little tenant of the field. 
All the stupendous labours, that attest 
His genius and his talent, sink beneath 
The weight of such comparison. 

ROSALIND. 

' 'Tis true— 
For even Solomon in all his state. 
Was not arrayed like' one of these. — But look — 
What is it fluttering so in yonder bush ? — 
Perhaps 'tis some poor animal ensnared. 
And struggling for its freedom, — let us go 
And ascertain the cause. 

STLVIA . 

Stop, sister, stop — 
Just stand one moment here behind this tree. 
And we shall soon discover — there, see there, 
A little bird is hopping round the bush. 
And feigning lameness— Oh ! the cunning rogue ! 
Merely to catch our notice Rosalind, 
There is a nest somewhere among the thickets. 
From which yon twitterer fain would lead our steps. 
Fearing lest we should harm its helpless brood. 

N 
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AOSALIirS. 

Aye, here it is — ^and in it three young birds. 
Just ready for the wing. The pretty things \ 
See how they stretch themselves to reach my hand^ 
IVith beaks wide opened, clamorous for their food. 
They have no fear — ^thcy do not know the war 
That cruel man has waged against their tribe. 
Their cry is not the plaint of sorrow, made 
In bitterness of heart, — 'tis but the voice 
Of positive demand — they ask for food. — 
Poor helpless creatures! who could have the 

heart. 
To harm such plaintive innocence* — 

But come — 
For every moment that we linger here, 
Adds a fresh pang to that fond mother's heart. 
You do not mark her, sister, how she flits 
Prom spray to spray, with short and piteous cry,. 
As tho' her heart were bursting in the fear 
Of harm to that young feathered family, — 
Come, 'tis not meet we tarry longer here. 

ROSALINir. 

Ah ? my dear Sylvia ! — Such a tender soul 
Scarce knows its equal — would I were like you ! 

STLTIA. 

My Hosalind ! it was from you I learned 

All that I know of tenderness and pity— ^ 
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'Twas you that first instructed roe to feel 
For others' suffering's — and I surely owe 
More than I can express for such a boon. 

1I0SAI.IHD. 

No— Sylvia—you have long agt) repaid me 
This tender love — this sisterly affection, 
"Which, like a fountain from its secret source, 
Comes gushing from your heart to meet with 

mine. 
Is all I have to ask, — is all I crave, 
it is a sweet refreshment to my spirit 
To know I am beloved. 

STI.VIA. 

Dear Rosalind 1 
It cannot be more grateful to your heart 
To -know that 1 have lov'd you, than to me 
This kind expression of it. It is sweet 
To own a being in another's heart. 
As I am sure your Sylvia does in yours. 

BOBAUNB. - 

Why yes ! 'tis sweet to have a sister's breast 

Whereon to rest our sorrows — ^where we may 

Pour out the fulness of our griefs and joys. 

And know them all partaken — 'Tis to live 

A double life — ^to give a £p%ater zest 

To all its bland enjoyments, thus to share 

Its every pleasure and its every woe 

With one whose thoughts and feelings are our own. 
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Is it not so ? — But wherefore stand you thu& 
So mute and motionless ? — Why, sister, sure 
You have for^tten I am speaking to you. 

STLYIA. 

The soaring mind will sometimes hold itself 
Poised on the wing of thought, in silent flight. 
Unheeding the light clouds^that roll around. 
And wet its pinion with their dewy shower. 
Twas even so with me ; I crave your pardon. 
I was just thinking what the world would be 
Without my Rosalind. 

r 

Bosixiim. 

The same it would 
To me without my Sylvia. — We could spare 
Each other very illy in our walks. 
When we come forth to breathe the evening air. 
And gather joy from Nature's roseate scenes. 
O love ! — why I should feel so desolate 
To tread this flowery alley without thee. 
So like the poor unfortunate that roams 
Upon some solitary, sea-girt isle, 
Methinks that all the bright and beautiful 
That spreads itself around me, would be passed 
Unnoticed and unheeded. I should want 
Some one to whom I could unburthen all 
Those feelings which the grand and picturesque 
Of nature must inspire. — I oft have heard 
That some of those poor wretches, whom the 
curse 
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Of crime or fortune had shut out from man» 
And the sweet interchange of human thoughts, 
Have made themselves associates of the beasts, 
And birds and creeping thing^s — and formed a kind 
Of friendship with the wide, unreasoning world, 
Of strong and pleasing texture — But for me 
I think that nothing could supply the void 
A separation from thee would create. 

STLVIA. 

The heart has strong affections, and if pent 
They will o'erflow. — Love will not be repressed. 
It will not stagnate ; 'tis a flowing stream, 
Ebbing and flooding in the human heart. 
Happy are we who own a wide-spread field. 
Thro* which it may meander unconfined. ** 

We have no need to dam its banks, or stay 
The gushing of its fountain ; it can pour 
In wild and native freedom thro' our hearts. 
Refreshing where it flows. — 

AOSALIND. 

My gentle sister ! 
Thou speakest warmly, but thy warmth is true. — 
We have now held this sweet companionship 
So long ancT so unbroken, that to me 
The thought of separation comes like clouds 
Before the fair face of the midnight moon. 
The downy couch of infancy was ours, 
IVitb intertwining arms and close-laid cheeks; — 

N2 
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The sports of childhood knew our mingled voices 

Startle the zephyrs in our frolic glee ; — 

The jocund paths of youth were only trod 

When we together crushed the blooming flowers ; 

And now that womanhood her visit pays» 

She finds us still pursuing, arm in arm. 

The self same road, which many a happy year 

Has echoed to our footsteps. 

STLTIA. 

Yes ! my dear. 
Dear nster ; — and the longer that we roam 
This way of pleasantness, the more our hearts 
Become amalgamated in that love. 
Which is the firmest, most enduring bond 
Society can own. — Each passing year. 
Which — like the eagle shedding from his wing 
The loosened feather in his flight — Time drops 
Into the ocean of eternity. 
Each passing year but adds another tie 
To those attachments which in childhood formed, 
Touth nurtured and perfected. 

BOSALIHD. 

What is that ?— 
Hushy Sylvia ! — ^heard you not the distant sound 
Of soft and pensive music ? — Hark ! again ! — 
Now it approaches nearer.— Thro' the trees 
How sweetly does it echo ! — Now it breathes 
Am ftill as if some minstrel of the air 
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Had formed a lyre of nm-beims, and was pbyinf , 

Upon Ihe golden rays, that brightly dart 
Thro* yonder opening in, the sombre wood. 
Some melody of Heaven. 



Upon tbia verdant bank of moss and leaves. 
And listen to the strain. — Hush ! now be sings. 



True love will not grow cold ; — 

Tho' the object dear 

Be afar, it yet will hold 

Faithful and ^ncere. 

True love is often eross'd. 

But true love may not be lost. 

True love is like the light 

Of the radiant sun, 
Tho' obscured by clouds and night, 

Still it sbineth on. 
True love may oFt be dark. 
But it bums, a hidden spark . 

True love is like the deep^ 

Which unceanng flows, 
Tbo' the billows seem to sleep 

In a calm repose. 
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True love is Hke the seas^*— 
Moving* waters cannot freeze. 

True love is like the rose, — 

Tho' it fade away, 
Still beneath the scion grows 

For a future day. 
True love may cease to shoot. 
But it owns a living root. 

ROSAtlKD. 

Who may this be ? — ^It must be Florio, 
That wandering thro' the covert of the wood» 
Gives his harmonious numbers to the winds. 
Yes ! it is he»I see him urging on 
Thro' yonder thicket, where the envious thorns. 
Are grudging us his company. He comes. — 

iEnter Florio.) 

FLOBIO. 

Ah ! are ye here, my fair and sylvan friends ? 
How pleasant and'how sweet a thing it is 
For sisters thus to dwell in unity. 
'Tis to the heart, as is the morning air 
Unto the honey-bee, that leaves its hive. 
To drink the nectar of the blooming flowers. 

BIXVIA. 

Toung minstrel of the wood ! we gpive thee welcome. 
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I thank ye — it delights me to behold 
My gentle friends reclining on this bank 
Where I have often seen you sit before. 
In this unbroken bond of kind affection. 
It is a pleasant thing to me, who ne'er 
Have known the blessing of a sister's love.*- 
Ye are like two twin apples on one bough. 
That having grown from early spring together. 
Flourish thro' summer tide, and in the warmth 
Of autumn's ray, have mingled into one. 

KOBALIITD. 

But come, sweet melodist— ^now tell me true. 
Thou hast been singing something of true love — 
And dost thou then believe love will not fade. 
Thro' years of absence ? — Is't not like the rose, 
Which reared in darkness, where the sun's warm 

ray 
Can never reach it, grows all colourless ? 

TLOBIO. 

True love is like the rose, which plucked away 
From the green branch on which its beauty grew, 
"Will droop and wither — but the sweet perfume 
That hung about the fresh and blooming flower, 
Will still remain among its faded leaves. 
And yield a fragrance when its glow is past. 
1 do not say that love will never die. 
But love of genuine character, tho* cooled, 



154 

Should not be quenched by absence.— I would 

hope 
That those who love in truth, could alwa3r8 find 
The tender recollection of that love 
SufEcient to retun its cordial warmth. 
And keep it from congealing.—- But behold ! 
The sun is near his setting — ^let us on^ 
And by the river's bold and rocky shore. 
Watch his departing glories. 

BOSALIBD. 

*Tis an eve 
Of most uncommon beauty.— See how still 
And tranquil every thing around us lies ! 
The river is as calm as if no breath 
Had ever vex'd its billows ; — yon small boat 
That spreads its lily sheet to woo the breeze. 
But vainly, scarcely seems to move 
Along the calm, smooth surface of the stream. 
Which, catching all the sun-set hues of heaven. 
The trees — ^the bushes, and the fair domains 
Along its flowery bank, reflects them back, 
Scarce fainter than the bright reality. 

BTtVIA. 

L6ok, sister— Florio — See you yonder hawk ? 

How gracefully he floats along the air. 

Scarce fluttering his broad pinions ! — Noble bird ! 

He seems to ride upon the ethereal wave 

As easy and as lightsome as the wren. — 



155 

Higher and higher ! — mark, in widening rings 
liow he ascends the radiant path of Heaven ! 
His is a noble station to behold 
This gorgeous sun-set. — Did I wish for wings 
To bear roe thro' the trackless deeps of space, 
I'd ask the night-hawk's pinions. 

FLORID. 

S^e — the sun — 
The sinking sun ! — I never did behold 
A setting more sublime and glorious. — 
Rosalind, just observe that darksome cloud 
Stretching along the horizon. — It is black, 
A deep black cloud-— but oh ! how beautiful 
The fringe of light along its silver edge! 
It seems as tho' the radiant cherubim 
Might lean their snowy pinions on its breast. 
And smile upon the tranquil scene below, 

STL VIA. 

Perhaps it was from such a heavenly seat, 
I'he angel visitants attuned their lyres. 
When He who was before the morning star. 
Who taught the clouds to float, the sun to shine, 
Came on the mission of Redeeming Love, 
And rested in the manger. 

ROSALiarD. 

Even now. 
Haply some member of that angel group. 
May hover in the shadow of yon cloud. 
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And cliaunt a song of praise, unlieard by us. 
To Him who lives forever, even He, 
The Lamb immaculate of sacrifice. 

FLORID. 

Most beautiful !— oh ! I could stand and gaze 
On such a scene as this, till sense were weak. 
And fancy giddy in the glorious view. — 
Mark you yon little opening in the midst. 
Thro' which the sun now darts his golden beam ? 
Looks it not like some splendid avenue 
To other worlds of brightness, other scenes 
Of glory and of grandeur ? — ah ! *tis past ! 
His crimson disk has vanished — ^he is gone ! 
Bright luminary ! Soon the shades of night 
Will hover round the path where thou hast shed 
Thy glowing tints of beauty ; soon the spot 
On which thy rays have fallen, will be clad 
In all the gloom of darkness — and the mists 
And gathering vapours cover all the scene. — 
But thou Shalt rise again — ^yes ! thou shalt rise. 
Brighter than in thy setting ; — and fond man. 
Of whom thou art the emblem, shall rejoice 
Ag^in beneath thy radiance. — For he too 
After a little space roust thus descend 
To deep and dusky darkness— and like thee. 
Will rise again in renovated beauty. 
When the bright dawning of immortal day 
Shall wake him into glory.— -Come, let's in— 
The mist of twilight settles on the lea. 
And calls for meditation. Let ua muse. 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE AIR. 



Mine is the wide dominion of the air — 
I play among the zephyrs when they fly ; 
The wild and furious winds my wrath declare. 
When I career along the stormy sky. 
I dwell amid the lightning and the rain, 
I dance where clattering hail is showering fast, 
I pluck the full blades from the ripening grain. 
And sing in fury on the whistling blast. 
I fold me in the flying flakes of snow, 
Which hoary Winter from his mantle flings ; 
Around the weary traveller's path I blow, . 
And howl dismay amid his wanderings. 
I strip the foliage from the summer wood. 
The oak's gigantic trunk I rive in twain, 
I rove the orchard, and in wanton mood, 
Strew the unripened fruit along the plain. 
I ride upon the clamorous sea-gull's wing. 
When the lou(^ tempest howls along the sky. 
Then with a wild shriek thro' the air I spring. 
And in the whirlwind's bosom soar on high. 
I, sail upon the ocean's sparkling brine. 
And from its breast the mounting surges throw; 

O 
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Bid them alofl their foaming wreaths entwiaey 

Then dash them headlong to the deeps. below. 

I nestle in the tempest's raven plume. 

Among the black and rolling clouds I fly, — 

I breathe in brightness and I sing in gloom, — 

The restless spirit of the air am I. 

I whisper sweetly thro' the summer groves, 

I ripple calmly o'er the placid stream, — 

I speak melodious where the maiden loves 

O'er fancy's visions to indulge her dream. 

I kiss the fair and dewy cheek of mom — 

I meet the sun-beam on the azure hills — 

I breathe in music thro' the sounding horn, 

I softly murmur o'er the limpid rills. 

I sigh serenely in the gentle gale 

When over rosy bowers my way is cast — 

I chatter gaily in the swelling sail. 

And spread the fluttering streamer from the mast, 

I rustle with a melancholy sound 

Thro' Autumn's fading woods of varied hue — 

I sweep in silence o'er the stubble g^und — 

Where late the rich and golden harvest grew. 

I flutter in the young and verdant trees. 

Which just begin their foliage to resume — 

I g^ve my mandate to the evenine^ breeze. 

And bid it yield refreshment and perfume. 

Among the wild and flowery meads I play. 

The sylphs and zephyrs are my constant care, — 

Afine is the task to lead them when they stray. 

I am the spirit of the viewless air. 



159 



'n 



THE SPIRIT OP THE FLOOD. 



1 AX the spirit of the flood and fell<r- 

In glens and caves and dark ravines I lie ; — 

I ride the mountain billows when they sweU, 

And sleep upon the brook that murmurs by. 

I laugh along the torrent's rugged way. 

When rocks and hiUs impede its furious course — 

Around its prison tauntingly I play. 

And drive it onward with resistless force. 

I shriek amid the whirlpool's savage din, — 

Along the ocean solitudes I roam, 

The roaring surge's pinnacle I win. 

And wreathe my Jtemples with its twisted foam. 

I dive into the watery waste below. 

And thro' the deep's unbounded region steer, 

I seek the surface when the tempests blow. 

And make leviathan my charioteer. 

I travel heedless of the whirlwind's shock, 

Tho' round my form the sparkling sprays he flings ; 

I sit beade the mermaid on the rock. 

And chant symphonious numbers when she sings. 

I gurgle in the fountain's gushing flow. 
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And in the limpid lake my feet I lave ; 
I warm me in the cygnet's breast of snow, 
And glide with her along the sleeping wave . 
I follow passive the imperious tide. 
Along the bank I bid the echoes call ; 
Among the overhanging shrubs I hide. 
And glitter in the rushing water-fall. 
i sit upon the wild and towering steep, 
Where only gfiddy Danger's track is seen ; 
From crag to crag, with fearless bound I leap, 
While dark and angry chasms roar between. 
I sleep within the water-lily's bell. 
With rushes green my dewy couch is strewn ; 
Close in the willow's trunk I form my cell. 
To hide me from the glances of the moon. 
'Mid flowery banks and verdant groves I stray. 
By shady brook and deep secluded dell — 
The woodland solitudes behold my way — 
I am the spirit of the flood and fell. 
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A SENTIMENT. 
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Who judge in haste, may oft be wrong ; 

And who condemn on slender ground, 

May oft imbibe opinions strong — 

Which after knowledge proves unsound. 1 

For tho' the fancy first imprest. 
By form or mamiers guide thy pkn, 
Remember virtue is the test. 
By which to measure man with man. 
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THE POWER OP LOVE. 



A woajj — ^a look from one we love, 
Will oft our settled purpose move. 
When all the eloquence of those 
We hold as neither friends nor foes, 
Alike will fail to stir the mind, 
Or turn it from the deed designed. — 
There is a language in the eye. 
Which only true love can descry — 
A touch — a pressure of the hand, 
Which love alone can understand. 
But which, in silence, to the heart 
More deep and glowing thoughts impart^ 
Than words, with all their studied play 
Of tone and accent, can convey. 
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THE MORN IS SWEET. 



The morn is sweet — this summer mom — 

All Nature carols glad — 
But Where's the rose without a thorn ? 

I still am lone and sad ; 
For disappointment's withering blight 

Has come upon my heart — 
And sunk my fondest hopes in night, 

Whose shades will not depart. 

Alas! 

Its shades will not depart ! — 

O ! I was once a careless boy. 

In days for ever flown, — 
My thoughts were fill'd with dreams of joy — 

And hope was all my own. 
I coiild not think that Time would bring 

Such changes o'er my day. 
Or that the flutter of his wing 

Could sweep my joys away — 

So soon 

Could sweep my joys away. 

Yet welcome disappointment's shade, 

If to my breast it g^ve 
A view of bliss that will not fa4fi:» 

The' others cease to live. 
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Why should I cling to follies past, 
By which my comfort fell ? — 

Ye early joys that could not last. 
Ye ardent hopes farewell. 

For aye, 
Ye ardent hopes farewell. 
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TO 



O ! COULD I live over past times again/ 
I would choose some moments I've passed with 
thee, 
IVhen aloof from the ways and the thoughts of men. 

We talked of the days that were yet to be. — 
When we felt how the world with its darksome 
powers. 
Was spreading around us full many a snare. 
When we looked to Heaven, and wished it were 
ours. 
To own an unchanging inheritance there.— 

It has not been mine, amid shadows, to miss 

A few sunny hours that the cloud came not o'er ; 
But those momenta to me had a feeling of bliss 
More pure than I ever had tasted before. — 
For I felt that our souls were united in love. 
And I knew that thy spirit had mingled wit^i 
mine. 
For the thoughts that we cherished were lifted 
above. 
And the feelings that followed were almost fli- 
vine. — 
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As the billow flows back to its own tranquil spring. 

It is sweet to remember such moments as those. 
When a kindred heart to my bosom could bring 

Emotions of peace, which too rarely it knows. 
And could I live over past times again, 

1 would choose Sipme moments I've passed with 
thee. 
And as our hearts were united then, 

I would wish that our spirits for ever might be» 
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MOONLIGHT. 



M002VLI6UT and music, and communioa sweet 

With the near spirit of a valued friend. 

Of all the joys that own their source on earth. 

Have most the stamp of Heaven. O ! who can rove 

Thro' Autumn's forest scenes, when skies are blue. 

And Dian smiles serenely in the sky, j 

Making a milder daylight-^when the leaves | 

Beg^n to fall, and those that yet remain 

Upon the withered boughs, assunte the tints 

And varied hues of searness-^when all things 

In Nature's chequer'd landscape seem to gain 

A sweet and solemnizing influence, « 

And bring a thoughtful calm around the sou}. 

Of purifying import who can rove 

Thro' such delightful scenes, link'd arm in arm, 

Witli some dear friend whose heart responds to 

ours. 
And not feel something of that secret rapture 
Which knows no language to express its joy ; 
That silent, soft, and sweet communion, 
Which speaks without a tongue, mingling two 

hearts 
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Into a rapturous unity of feeling 

Too deep to be expressed. Then should a stfain 

Of music, plaintive as the summer winds 

Moaning o'er gushing fountains, reach the heart. 

How does it melt into its deep recesses, 

With sweet and soothing influence, till the soul. 

Wrapt in the deep abstraction of its sound. 

And lull'd into a silent ecstacy. 

Doubts almost the reality of joy 

So bright and so enchanting. But alas ! 

The loveliest flowers fade soonest, and the fruit 

Of sweetest taste, is often the most frail. 

So joys that breathe the most of Heaven, are rare - 

But tho' thus rare, are exquisite when found. 

And full of blissful musings, that can press 

Into a little narrow space of time. 

The most expansive feelings of the heart. 

And give to moments, fleeting, and short-lived, 

^\iQ wide extended character of years. 
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NOTE I. 



Of bnghter glow, yet doubly pale. — Page 5, 

This expression may appear, at first view, to in- 
volve a palpable contradiction ; but I conceive in- 
vestigation will find it correct. Pule is frequently- 
used as a negative to bright^ in the place of faints 
and is improperly applied in almost every instance. 
I imagine the word, with respect to Ught^ tp meant 
that lividness of colour, which approaches to a very 
ligh^blue, and not that faintness which implies a 
diminution of rays ; so that a flame may at once 
possess the apparently opposite qualities' of /^a/e- 
nesa and brilliancy. 



NOTE n. 

Idke that river, whose waves have a magical spell. 
To tempt the beholder to leap in its bed. — Page 40. 

I have somewhere read of a stream, the waters 
of which were so clear and beautiful, as to induce 
persons passing over it in boats, to throw them- 
selves into the current, as if under the influence of 
a charm. I presume ^e story to be fabulous, but 
am utterly unable, at present, to remember from 
whence the account was derived. 

P 
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NOTE III. 



Mary Yong, Page 107'. 

The subject of these verses — ^sometimes known 
by the appellation of " Mary of the Mountain," — 
deceased but a few months after they were writ- 
ten. The following- short notice, which appeared 
about that time in some of the papers, may not, 
perhaps, be uninteresting to some readers. 

" Mary Yong, or Young, as it is sometimes written, 
was a native of Germany. She came to America 
some time about the year 1764-5, and settled near 
Germantown, in the state of Pennsylvania, tO(jether 
with her mother and several sisters, all of whom 
were young women. They had suffered persecu- 
tion in their native country, and therefore sought 
*an asylum here. Finding that their peculiar and se- 
cluded habits drew upon them the g^ze of curiosi- 
ty, they left Germantown, and sought out a seques- 
tered spot among the hills of Oley, in the county 
of Berks, Pennsylvania, where, by the most incre- 
dible labour, they cleared a few acres of land on 
the side of a mountain, and there erected a neat 
little cottage, in which they passed the remainder 
of their days. A small enclosure near the cottage 
now contains all that is left of their family of love, 
the last of whom was Mary, who survived her last 
relation near forty years, during which time she 
lived. alone, passed her leisure in deeds of charity 
and good will to her neighbours, and in love and 
adoration of her Maker. She visited the sick, and 
adnunistered to their wants, but never tarried to 
eat or to converse with them on common topics of 
conversation. Her language, which was always in 
her native tongue, was elegant; her manner and 
countenance mild and benevolent; her opinions 
liberal and rational, and worship ardent and pure. 
Her cottage was a temple hallowed to the Lord, 
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from which ascended the incense of prayer and 
praise, pure and undefiled as could arise from the 
human heart. 

Her little territory was the abode of peace and 
tranquillity, on the side of the mountain ; a few 
acres of beautiful upland meadow surrounded it. 
For many years it was enveloped in an impervious 
forest, its site could be ascertained only by the 
smoke which curled above the tops of the trees. — 
Not a cat or a dog, or any other domestic compa- 
nion had she, except a cow, for whose bed she col- 
lected the dry leaves of autumn. Her food was 
composed of fruits and vegetables, and she quench- 
ed her thirst in the limpid mountain spring — an 
apt emblem of that living fountain of which her 
spirit drank, and whose stream leads to everlasting 
joy and felicity. 

Finding herself weak and languishing, she crept 
to the edge of the mountain, and there waited with 
unmurmuring patience, till she was perceived to 
crave the charity she had so often bestowed on 
others. She was seen and pitied. A kind friend 
attended on her to smooth her pillow, and to wit- 
ness her happy exit. She bore the most excruciat- 
ing agony without a murmur ; continually giving 
thanks to her Redeemer for the grace which im- 
parted foi*titude to resist complaint. 

From the weakness of an infant, she Was endued 
with strength at last to raise herself on her knee, 
and offer up an ardent prayer, after which she re- 
turned to her bed, and closing her own eyes, fell 
asleep in Christ Jesus, on Tuesday the 16th of No* 
vember, 1819, aged 74. 

She had desired to be laid in the little enclosure 
which contains the graves of her mother and her 
sisters, without parade, and in a plain manner, but 
the affection of her neighbours drew together a 
large congregation, who felt in her end how sweet 
it was to DIE IN THE Lord." 

TEE BVB, 
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